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Fiblr US KEEP THE 
THINGS WORTH KEEPING 





























Nobody has to tell you why 
you want peace. You see it 
) your child’s eyes and hear 
in his laughter. 
But just wanting peace 
von’t keep it. You need to 
ick your wanting with 
1oney. Peace costs money. 
Money for strength to keep 
he peace. Money for science 
nd education to help make 
peace lasting. And money 
aved by individuals to help 
eep our economy strong. 
Your Savings Bonds, as a 
lirect investment in your 
yuntry, make you a Partner 
strengthening America’s 
Peace Power. 
Bonds you buy will earn 
,oney for you. But the most 
:portant thing they earn is 
eace. They help us keep the 
ings worth keeping. 
lhink it over. Are you buy- 
2 as many as you might? 








STRENGTHEN 
AMERICA'S 
PEACE POWER 


BUY U. 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertising. The Treasury Department thanks 
The Advertising Council and this magazine for their patriotic donation, Ye 
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#5073 COUNTER POINT 
Frederick's famous pointed 
“mn-up” pushup b but 
without pads! Specially de 
signed shell cups combine 

















with light underwiring to push 
up and in lifts your bust 
to high pointed perfection 
with cleavage! Front hook 
closing. Acetate satin cups 
Acetate, Rubber and Polyester 
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Slim girts—give yourself sdded = No need for “‘too-slim-hips’’ in Lightweight plastic shell hid- The romantic rustle of taffeta— Bare your shoulders see the 
that built in sedding Pog this hidden foam rubber led = den _in slashed Nylon cup. very bare of top over a chic, barely ‘safe effect! Fit snug. 
day sitting. Swimmers. powerflex panty girdle. Rounds = Safely but barely covers dropped waist—going mad with gies your curves styling has 
curves ‘neath your sult. Li you out, helps mask too-heavy points, lifts and molds you fullness on the skirt! Rayon expensive detail... like a ten 
acetate-rubber. nylon og thighs. Black, White. Sizes Underwiring in front, non-slip Acetate Taffeta. Black, Claret inch hem! Drip dry cotton i 
White. 22 Inch to 30 inch 22-30 inch waist. $6.99 fined elastic back. Hooks in Red, Blue. Sizes 8 to 18. $17.99 Light Blue. Coral. Turquoise elastic inserts. Rayon and ace- 
waist. $7.98 @ front. 2-way adjustable straps: 1 Black and Gold. Sizes 8 to 16 tate. Ice White, Tangerine, Black 
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7 » about” fashion catalog . . . 
( 2) crammed full of exciting 
Vi & “designer original’’ dresses, 
é bras, girdles, daring lingerie, 
Go sportswear and shoes. 


or 
send 25c (without order) . . . 















































[] | ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 40c Postage) 
C.0.0. (| enclose $1. deposit on each item) 
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THE VAST 
DIFFERENCES 
{\ THE TEENS 


A girl of 12 received a Christmas 
present of $25 from a relative. Her 
mother refused to let her spend it, 
however, saying she would merely 
waste it on trivialities. ‘‘When can 
I spend it?” the girl asked. ‘“‘When 
you are 16,” the mother replied. 
Mollified, the girl sat down to 
make a list of what she would buy 
when she had her money. Sud- 
denly she burst into tears. ‘““The 
whole list’s wasted,”’ she sobbed. 
**T won’t want at 16 what I want 
now. Now Dll have to find a 16- 
year-old and ask her what she’d 
buy with $25.”’ 


[t is true that the teens create their 
own gulfs every single year. Sixteen 
like fifteen. Seventeen 
changes again. And eighteen looks 
back with amazement on seventeen’s 
carefree outlook. 

Some time during these formative 
many girls make up their minds 

a most popular product: 
Tampax. What motivates them? Gen- 


Is nothing 


erally speaking, a newly acquired ma- 
turity of viewpoint. 

When you consider how many of 
your own friends use Tampax®, it is 


obvious that there is nothing strange 
or unnatural about internal sanitary 
protection. In fact, by absorbing in- 
, Tampax prevents odor, chaf- 
ing, irritation, embarrassment. Far 
smaller than an external pad, ‘Tampax 
to dispose of, convenient to 
And it gives complete freedom 


ternal 


iS e€asy 


of action 

you, too, will almost 
graduate to Tampax ... just 
as you graduated to lipstick and high 
For every Tampax user main- 
tains firmly that Tampax is a better 
way; not just different—better! 


TAMPA 


Some day 


surely 


heel 


Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 
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Cover Photo of Nancy Wilson 


Courtesy of Capitol Records 


Tan’s March cover girl is singer 
Nancy Wilson, whose story can be 
found on Page 14. 
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“Light up 


your skin with beauty!” 
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The Case For The Husband 
Who Plays 


I have just finished reading “The Case For 
The Husband Who Plays,” in the December 
issue of TAN (a wonderful magazine). 

The article by J. K. Hart is based on scandal 
and infidelity which he upholds on the part of 
the husband. If he wants to be the doggish 
playboy he describes he should never get 
married, and if he is married I pity his poor 
unlucky wife. Is he so stupid that he thinks 
a man can play around and not hurt his poor 
innocent wife in his deception? He wants a wife 
to see his point of view but strongly feels a 
wife shouldn’t be untrue. He is a poor excuse 
for a man and needs a psychiatrist and a doctor. 
He is unfit to be around decent married men 
like my husband. 

Martha Williamson 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I really don’t know how to start this off. But 
it’s about the story “The Case For The Hus- 
band Who Plays.” Well, I’m a lady, and I 
might get put out of the women’s world, but I 
just have to say it. I agree with Mr. Hart 
about the women getting mad at their hus- 
bands about every little thing. 

If every woman who reads this and gets an- 
gry would look back over the years, they would 
see they have no cause to always get mad if 
hubby is a little late, or has been out with the 
boys. Sure, some husbands are something else. 
But stop and think. When he wants to take 
you out, you are always tired because you 
cleaned the house, or washed clothes or some- 
thing. So he goes out by himself. Don’t forget 
you are the one who made him that way. So 
stop before it is too late. 

Yes, I am married to a wonderful man, and 
I'm no angel myself because I have done just 
as much wrong as the next person. So stop 
nagging and be yourself and there won’t be 
any misunderstandings between you and your 
husband. 

Pat McCarty 
Seattle, Wash. 


Happy Anniversary 
Just a note congratulating you and your 
staff on your tenth anniversary of publishing 
Tan Magazine. I can remember buying my 
first copy of TAN around the middle of the 
fifties, and I have enjoyed every copy, with 
their good stories, hairstyles, recipes, fashions, 
and everything else that makes up the maga- 
zine. In other words, from cover to cover. All 
I can say is thanks for publishing such a 
wonderful magazine. Keep up the good work, 
and may you have many more happy anniver- 
saries, 
Louise Lammey 
Tegucigalpa, Honduras, C. A. 





says famous model Helen Williams 


+ 


She uses Pond’s Vanishing Cream 


Non-irritating—yet gives a lighter look! 
Refines pores, prevents oily shine, too! 


Glamorous Helen Williams is as famous in Paris, 
where she recently modeled, as she is in New York! 
Helen says, ‘‘! love the light, smooth look Pond’s 
Vanishing Cream gives my skin. It leaves a lovely 
luminosity, too!’’ And this gentle beauty cream 
never irritates as harsh bleaching creams so often 
do. It actually smooths and softens! 

Guards against blackheads, too! Greaseless 
Pond’s Vanishing Cream refines pores, checks 
oiliness! Use it by itself for a soft, velvety finish 

. . Or aS a base to keep makeup flawless. Light 
up your beauty with Pond’s Vanishing Cream! 


















| have been a regular reader of TAN Maga- 
zine for quite a while, and I would like very 
much for you to publish my name in your Pen 
Pal section. I enjoy people and I enjoy writing 
to people. 

[ am a Negro girl 17 years old. I weigh 108 
lbs., and I am 5/5”, have brown complexion. 
I’m a senior at McKinley High School. My 
hobbies are music, dancing, sports and typing. 
[ will exchange photos and answer all letters 
promptly 

Patricia Moss 
1523 Hatt Place, S. E. 
Canton 7, Ohio 


| would appreciate it very much if you would 
enter my name in your Pen Pal column. I am 
23 years of age, 5’914” tall, weigh 158 Ibs. I 
have brown eyes, and black hair. My hobbies 
ire dancing, swimming, basketball, and most 
ol all, cooking. 
| would like to correspond with young ladies 
between the ages of 18 and 25. I will answer 
ill letters, and will gladly exchange photos. 
Color, race or creed doesn’t matter. 
William F. Gray 
115 Jefferson St. 
Nicholasville, Ky. 


[ read TAN quite often, and often write to 
people whose names appear in your Pen Pals 
section. Now, I wish you would enter my name 
in the Pen Pals columns. 
| am 17 years old, and a senior in high 
school. I have black hair, brown eyes, and a 
medium brown complexion. I am 5/4” tall, 
weigh 125 lbs. My hobbies are roller skating, 
ewing, cooking and writing letters. 
| will definitely answer all letters and will 
gladly exchange photos. 
Emma Cole 
2134 So. Carmona Ave. 
Los Angeles 16, Calif. 


[ have been a faithful reader of TAN Maga- 
zine for quite some time, and would appreciate 
it very much if you will print my letter in your 
magazine. | am a senior in high school. I am 
17 years old, 5’9” tall, 145 lbs., have brown 

mplexion, brown eyes and black hair, and am 

nsidered fairly nice looking. 

My interests are jazz, modern dancing, mod- 
eling and fashion designing. I would like to 
correspond with young men and women all 

ver the world between the ages of 17 and 30 
who share my interests. I will answer all letters 
and gladly exchange all photos. 

Tommy Reed 
156 No. 14th St. 
East Orange. N. J. 


Cool dad, let my name be dug in your Pen 
Pal list. I am a rocking senior at Virginia 
Randolph High School. Dig me today and 
drop a line my way, all you cool cats. 

[ am 19 years old, brown skin, have black 
hair. I am 5’ tall, and my hobbies are dancing, 
writing letters, and having fun. I would like to 
hear from all, and army men also, from 20 to 
24. Will answer all letters and exchange 
photos 

Violet Henry 
Route 1, Box 13 
Richmond, Va. 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Would you print my name in your Pen Pal 
section? I’m a regular reader of TAN, and a 
regular TAN man. I would like to correspond 
with male and female. 

I am 17 years old, 6'1”, weigh 195 lbs. I have 
black wavy hair, and brown eyes. I play foot- 
ball at my high school. My hobbies are danc- 
ing, collecting jazz albums. 

Tim Jones 
155 Humphrey St. 
Englewood, N. J. 


I like your magazine very much. I would 
like my name listed in the Pen Pals section. 

I am 17 years old, 5’4” tall, and weigh 135 
Ibs. I have brown eyes and light brown hair. 
I have a light brown complexion. My hobbies 
are dancing, writing letters, football, and rock 
and roll music. 

I would like to correspond with girls, and es- 
pecially young men in the Army, Air Force 
and the Marines, between the ages of 17 and 
23. I will answer all letters and exchange 
photos. 

Barbara Wilson 
1330 Holder’s Alley 
Whistler, Ala. 


I am a regular reader of your wonderful 
magazine, and I think it’s great. Will you 
please enter my name and address in your Pen 
Pal column. I would like to correspond with 
anyone who likes to write. 

I am a Muganda by tribe, from Uganda, 
aged 18 years, height 5’8”, and weigh 152 lbs. 
I would like to hear from someone between the 
ages of 17 to 22 years. All letters will be an- 
swered and photos will be exchanged if 
requested. 

David George Rwomushana 
O. Box 984 

Nairobi, City, 

Kenya. (B.E.A.) 


I am a devoted reader of TAN Magazine and 
would appreciate very much if you would pub- 
lish my name in your Pen Pal section. 

I'm 23 years old, 5’4” tall, and weigh 112 lbs. 
I have brown complexion, dark brown eyes, 
and very black medium length hair. My 
hobbies are reading, writing, watching wres- 
thing, dancing and sewing. 

I would like very much to hear from men 
and women any age, from all over the world. 
I will answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Alberta Freeman 
119 West 115th St.—Apt. 2A 
New York 26, New York 


I am an airman stationed at Eglin Air Force 
Base, Florida. I am very lonely. My home is 
Long Beach, California. I am 20 years old. 
6'2”, weigh 210 Ibs. I have black eyes, black 
wavy hair. 

I would appreciate if you would publish my 
name in your Pen Pals column. | would like 
very much to correspond with young ladies 
between 17 and 20 years of age. I will answer 
all letters, and would like to exchange photos. 

A/3C Lewis Edwards, AF 14708518 
Box 1115 

475lst Air Defense Wing Missile 
Eglin Air Force Auxiliary Field 
NR 9, Fla. 


I'm one of the many readers of your wonder. 
ful magazine Tan, and I would be deeply ap. 
preciative if you would print my name and 
address in your Pen Pal column. 

I'm a Negro girl of 16, am 5’3%4” tall, weigh 
110 Ibs., have dark eyes and complexion and 
black hair. I like sports—basketball, hockey, 
etc. My hobbies are baking and sewing. I 
love going roller and ice skating. 

I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls regardless of race, religion or color, pre- 
fer boys from armed forces, between the ages 
of 17 and 21. 

Terry Barnes 
428 East 117th St. 
New York 35, N. Y. 


I have a particular interest in your Pen Pal 
section, and would be grateful to you if you 
publish my name. 

] am a boy of seventeen years. My hobbies 
are collecting stamps, reading, politics, pen pals 
and sports. | would like to have pen pals from 
Canada, the United States, U. K., and some 
African countries. I go to a secondary school in 
this capital of Ghana. 

Emmanuel K. Baah 
P. O. Box 1474 
Accra, Ghana 

West Africa 


For the past five years I have been a reader 
of your precious magazine TAN, and I find all 
the stories most interesting. It would be my 
delight if you could publish my name in your 
Pen Pal section of the magazine. 

I am a Jamaican Negro girl of dark brown 
complexion, 56” tall, and weigh 120 Ibs. | am 
21 years of age. I would like to correspond 
with both males and females regardless of race, 
colour and age. My hobbies are music, writing 
and dancing. 

Veronica Edwards 
Annotte Bay P. 0. 
St. Mary, 
Jamaica W. I. 


I am a regular reader of TAN Magazine and 
would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in your Pen Pal section. 

I am 18 years old, have black eyes, black 
hair, and medium brown complexion. I like 
to read, write, and listen to rock and roll. I 
would like to correspond with boys and girls 
from the ages of 18 to 25. 

Susie B. Hill 


Route | 
Lanett, Ala. 


[ read and enjoy TAN Magazine every month. 
Please include my name in your Pen Pal sec- 
tion in the near future. 

I am an American Negro of 20 years, in- 
terested in receiving letters from males and 
females from all over the world, of various 
ages, races, etc. My chief goal is to help every- 
one I can. My hobbies are photography, re -ad- 
ing, movies, record collecting, painting, some 
sports and writing. My future occupation will 
be that of teacher. 

Willie L. Brown 
222 West 140th St.—#14 
New York 30, N. Y 
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Me a é 


Help < 
YOU! 


By Eve Lynne 


— EVE: 
I am 15 years old, and a sopho- 


more in high school. I have a problem. 
I would like to have a boy friend but | 
am not nice looking at all. All of my 
friends have boy friends, but not I. 

I have a long face, and rather short 
hair. I have a nice shape, and am short. 
I don’t know how to fix myself so [ can 
get a boy friend. Please help me. I go to 
dances, to church, and everything. but I 
meet no one. Please, please help me. 

C. A. 
Dear C. A.: 

First of all, try to forget yoursel/, and 
concentrate on others. This gives you a 
beauty from within that shallow pretti- 
ness cannot touch. As for your hair, a 
professional beautician can give you a 
becoming style, and you can consult the 
beauty columns of TAN and other pub- 
lications for hints on make-up, fashions, 
poise and graciousness. You'll have to 
be brave enough to come out of your 
shell, but it will be worth it. Good luck. 


Dear Eve: 
] made a mistake and I’m proud of it. 
I am 16 years old, and a junior in 


high school. 


[ am pregnant. 


My boy friend is a senior. 
My boy friend wants so 
much to marry me, and [ want to marry 
him. 

But the only thing is, my father won’t 
let us get married. He says we are too 
young. My boy friend and I are proud 
of our love and our unborn child. Father 
wants me to go away and have my baby 
and give my child up for adoption. But 


I can’t do that. My boy friend pleads 
with my father, but it is no use. We love 
each other so much, and we need help. 
What shall we do? 

C. H. and S 
Dear C. H. and S. G.: 

You and your boy friend made a mis- 
take, but since you both seem willing and 
anxious to accept the responsibility for 
it, I believe the old saying that “Father 
Knows Best” is wrong this time. Teen- 
age marriages are not unheard of. Ask 
your minister or doctor to talk to your 
father, to help him see your point of 
view, and hurry it up. Also, you might 
try a little humility and repentance at 


this point. 


Dear Eve: 

I’m in a jam! I met a guy through a 
pen pal column two years ago. and now 
have found myself in love with him. 

Recently I went to East Chicago, In- 
diana to meet him and now I feel re- 
buffed. What can I do 474 miles away 
to win his love that two years of writing 
has not achieved? I would appreciate an 
answer soon. 

C. R. H. 
Dear C. R. H.: 

Better try another pen pal! And don’t 

go to him, let him come to you. 


Dear Eve: 

I am seventeen years old, and very 
much in love with a boy twenty. I am a 
senior in high school. We had planned 
be married next year when I finish 


school, 


town, we 


but now that he’s moved out of 


want to get married now, 


though my mother is against it. He says 
if | marry him now, my plans won't be 
spoiled. I can still attend college and get 
my B.S. degree. My thinks I 


should wait until I finish college. He 


mother 


thinks that I have a right to my own life, 
and | won’t be with her always. Please 
help me to think! 

B. J. W. 
Dear B. J. W.: 

You should certainly not marry im- 
mediately, before finishing high school. 
nor should you feel certain of going to 
college after marriage. There’s always 
the possibility of children to consider. 
Perhaps both mother and fiance would 
agree to the compromise of a waiting 
period of one year after your high school 
graduation. True love can stand the test 


of time. 
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Salves the Bare 
Top“Probleim 






CROWN 
» Style 
y)) # 756A 
COVERS THE 
TOP AND Price 
THE SIDES says 
A SPECIAL: inka 


PROBLEM PIECE 


A hard to find piece, just 
created by us, for the 
woman who has thin hair 
at the top or whois bald- 
ing near the crown of her 
head. Looks so netural, 
no one would ever guess 





R Ws HAIR PIECE 
COVERS THE TOP 
CROWN OF YOUR 
HEAD ANO FILLS 
/N TOP SIDES & BACk 


 MMMtiae0d, 


Gold Medal of Sheepshead Bay 
Dept. YB-3 Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 


| Mark here matching shade or send sample 
Strands of hair: 
| 0 Jet Black 0 Off Black O Brown 0 Dark 
| Brown 0 Mixed Gray $2 extra. 
Sendme the Medalo Bouffant Crown style 
| #756 in shade marked. 
| QO On Delivery I will pay $4.98 plus 
postage and c.o.d 
| Notice:— If you send $4.98 cash, or 
money order you save all c.od and 
| postage charges 
| 


Shipped to you all charges paid by Gold 


! 
| 
| 
| 
Medal. | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Name. 





Street 





Box # Route. 














City. Zone. State. 
FREE, Betty’s Booklet of Hoir Styling 


ideas and Gold Modal Big - Beauty - 
Bulletin. 










All types for recordings. 
etc. Booming music 
business needs new song 
writers. Send poems now 
for FREE examination 
ASCOT MUSIC, INC. + Studio: 13 
6021 Sunset Bivd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 


Its Yours— 


7 Jewel Wristwatch aide 
With Suary Bridal Set 
ESsies* Exquisite Wrist- 
watch or Man's Accurate 
watch with 7 jewel wer 











Jess back 


er 
When ordered and paid for w recy one year. 
re set is beautiful 1 /2 OK Y iw 
GOLD FILLED set with hashing simulated diamonds. The 
Two —— match perfec th these beautiful rings 
eA Soh the plu: vod a 7 jewel wristwatch for a tutal cost 
plu 
GET-Ac UAINTED "PAYMENT PLAN. FULL YEAR TO PAY 
SEND wD MONEY, just name and seqeey. We ship at 
ul pay Sostman only $4.95 T. I., plus . 
Po! y balance of $9.00 later  iany time within one 
veer ‘State whether you want a ae or man’s watch 
and be sure 5 aS x s on Approval. 
b ‘SH ORDER TODAY! 
CONTINENTAL JEWELRY CO. Dept 8.706. Beloit, Wis. 
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No disappointmer 


No style 
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No risk: V 
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in the decollete neckline. Powder blue, pink. 


Add the t i tchup linen-look rayon duster 





for the perfect ensemble. Pink, powder blue. 


Style 6091—Dress Style 6092—Duster Sold Separately 


Style 150 — SWINGALING COAT. Ravishingly young 
and carefree, with wonderfully full and rippling back, 
elbow sleeves and dashing stand-up collar. Pink, 
powder blue, navy. 

Style 151—FLARE DE LUNE. Romantic as moonlight this 
princess-style dress with its charming necklace of 
roses and adorable full-flared skirt that swirls grace- 
fully as you walk and dance. Pink, powder blue, navy. 


Style 909 — DOLMANETTE. Big dolman sleeves and 
gentle waist fulness give the new soft, bulky look to 
this charm-rayon flannel shirt-type classic. Stand-up 
collar, push-up sleeves, wi-ide belt. Wear it with 
jewels or the detachable striped bib. White, green, red. 


Style 451—CLINGING VINE. The chemise with a shape 

. smartly tailored daytime dress of sleek rayon 
menswear, with its stand-up collar and fake pocket 
trim. Beige, black and red. 


Style 151 


20'2-28% g gk 


40-48 


TWILIGHT SERENADE—The rayon and acetate dress 
smooths over your loveliest curves. Note the tiny notch 







78 




























Skylark 


Dept. 7103 
USE ANY ONE OF THESE 3 EASY WAYS TO ORDER DRESSES 
C2 | enclose full amount plus 30c handling charge. 
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® 
Asbury Park, WJ. % 


4 This saves me ati COD and extra postage charges 
Deposit. Rush my ort 


2 5 Lenctose $ 


On 


Send COD. | will pay postman price, plus postage and 
| may return garment in 10 days, if not satished 
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» DES MOINES, Iowa, Municipal Judge Luther T. Glanton, after fining a woman 


$20 for two overtime parking tickets, said sadly: “I hate to do it . . . but law 


is law.” The woman was his wife. 


* * * * 


In St. Louis, Mo., Monroe Jenkins reported to police headquarters that he had 
been robbed of $15 the evening before, explained his long delay in reporting the 
crime with: “I thought the police department was closed at night.” 


* * * * 


In Bethesda, Md., a restaurant sign says: “Free Lunch—Now $1.” 


* * * * 


In Philadelphia, Pa., after binding and robbing Dr. Maurice Belasco of $595, 
one of.two bandits placed a pillow under the dentist’s head to make him comfort- 
able, explained that he was broke but as soon as he could get a job he’d “send all 
this loot back to you.” 


* * * * 


In Indianapolis, Ind., 28-year-old Lee Robinson woke up and, smelling smoke, 
jumped through a closed window only to find later that someone had left a pot of 
beans on the stove too long. 

* * * * 

In Philadelphia, Pa., LeRoy Witherspoon, 32, drunk when arrested for an acci- 
dent, was adjudged innocent of drunk driving. Reason: he convinced the judge 
that he was cold sober when the accident happened, got colder waiting for police, 
and entered a nearby saloon where he got drunk by the time police arrived. 


* * * * 


In Minneapolis, Minn., Jean Pierre Gilmant revealed that he was nominated for 
chairmanship of the local chapter of the National Society for the Preservation of 
the White Race. The milk-complexioned Gilmant happens to be a Negro. 


* * 7 * 


In Chicago, Ill., Rev. Bryant George, complaining of lawmakers who carry their 
responsibilities lightly, recommended a new-type protest to be carried on at City 
Hall and the state capital: the scowl-in, in which 100,000 citizens would stand out- 
side the.state building and scowl at the lawmakers. 


* * * * 


In Norfolk, Va., Detroit Johnson, 27, on trial for looting $438, told police he 
robbed the safe because “I been going around in dirty clothes and wanted some 
clean ones so I cleaned out a safe.” 


* = * * 


In Los Angeles, Calif., Tony G. Giusto stole a credit card, drove up to a gas 
station, told the attendant to “Fill ’er up,” and flashed the stolen card which bore 
the name Robert R. Smith. The attendant promptly summoned the cop on the 
corner. He was patrolman Robert R. Smith, who arrested Giusto and recovered his 
own stolen credit card. 








Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch—- Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new eye | substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio- Dyne®)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H®, Ask for it at all drug 
counters. 





Be aDetective 


Make Secret Investigations 


Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience Unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N.Y 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
information and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE NOT by yy} YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
REFUNDED. Just send’ your 4... dress. Pay on 
delivery $2. 00 plus —. or send $2.00 cash or 
money order and I will pay postage. 
FR E; with every ra A Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-S 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N. Y. 


















Personalized . 


PENCILS: 
WITH 


YOUR NAME 















FINE FOR 


24 ten 


with smooth writing leads 
and erasers. | 
No C.O.D.’s please. Send your | 
name, address and check, money 
order, or $1. Please print name. 
Order now for prompt shipment! 


V. L. BILLS PERSONALIZED PENCILS 
Shelbyville, Tenn 











P.O Box 8 ° 


God WANTS YOU 


Te Be Are you facing di 
leew or Job Teoubles? By or 
Family Troubles? Are you Werrled about someone 
Is someone dear to 
you ever get — y—Discour- 
aged? Would you like to have more Happiness, Suc- 
“Geod Fortune” in Life? 


If you have of these Problems, or others like 
, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of Prayer that 
is helping thousands to —- NEW happiness and 
joy! Whether believe in PRAYER or not, this re- 
WAY may bring > whole NEW world of 
happiness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 
So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please 7. =. er clip this Message 
now and mail with address & 4¢ stamp 
to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5203-A, Noro- 
ton, Conn. We will rush this wonderful NEW Mes- 
sage of PRAYER and Faith to you by return mail 
absolutely FREE! 
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HERE IT IS! 





Greaseless Hair Dressing for Children 


Now...at last...chose wonderful young- 
sters of yours can always have their hair 
attractive looking and in place! Nomore 
greasy, sticky pomades. With new, 
greaseless JACK and JILL Hair Dressing, 
you can control and comb down your 
children’s hair, no matter how wavy or 
unruly it may be. You'll be thrilled and 

delighted with JACK and JILL, the 
_ scientific new discovery for children’s 
i hair. At your favorite drug or cosmetic 















Long- 
Lasting Jar 


only $490 





a | 


You can get JACK and JILL Greaseless Hair Dressing at your drug counter, 





or send us *125 and we'll send JACK and JILL to you by return mail 
SUPREM 


1808 S. Michigan Ave. « Chicago 16, Illinois 
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‘HAND IN HAND’ 


Take the entire family to see Hand In Hand. Here is a truly heartwarming film 
that is loaded with sentiment, yet escapes the pitfalls of mawkishness. For the movie- 
goer who is surfeited with sex, frustrations and brawling, Hand In Hand is as re- 
freshing as a cool drink from a mountain stream. 





A study in innocence. 


Produced in England and released by 
Columbia Pictures, the film tells the 
touching story of an eight-year-old Jew- 
ish girl and a nine-year-old Catholic boy, 
Rachel (Loretta Parry) and Michael 
(Philip Needs), who attend the same 
school and become fast friends. 

Their friendship—they go so far as to 
become blood brothers—is accepted by 
both sets of parents and their respective 
spiritual leaders, Rabbi Rosen (Derek 


Sydney) and Father Timothy (John 
Gregson), but problems do arise. 
When the difference in their reli- 


gion threatens their friendship, the children face the situation with surprising logic 
and bring the screenplay to a happy ending. 

Hand In Hand is a first motion picture production by Helen Winston, a 29-year- 
old Canadian who has won three Emmy Awards, has been a television, radio and 
movie actress, a publicist, a film distributor and television producer. She read and 
purchased the original story of the film six years before she undertook its produc- 
tion. Philip Leacock, who directed Let No Man Write My Epitaph, also directs 


‘INHERIT THE WIND’ 


Since the beginning of the Twentieth Century, motion picture producers have used 
great books and plays to make great movies. A recent example is the United Artists 


Hand In Hand. 


Corp. release Inherit The Wind, based 
on the Jerome Lawrence and Robert E. 
Lee Broadway hit about the world fa- 
mous “Monkey Trial” held in Dayton, 
Tenn., in the hot summer of 1925. 

At the trial, noted lawyer Clarence 
Darrow defended John Scopes, a high 
school biology teacher who propounded 
Darwin’s theory of evolution to his 
pupils, His defense settled the issues of 
the trial, but the spirit of the trial lives 
on. The real issue—man’s right to think. 
his freedom of inquiry—is a never-end- 





A problem of freedom. 


ing struggle, as vital today as at the turn of the century. 

Inherit The Wind is a masterpiece directed by Stanley Kramer and starring 
Spencer Tracy as the defense lawyer; Fredric March as the prosecutor; and Gene 
Kelley as a cynical newsman. A star reporter at the trial was H. L. Mencken. The 
roles are tailor-made for the talents of the three great actors. Tracy is thoughtful. 


incisive, sardonic. 


March’s performance is magnificent as the tragic, three-time 


presidential aspirant and fundamentalist, William Jennings Bryan, who is trapped 


by his wily opponent. 


Especially noteworthy is the choral work at a Negro revival meeting, and the solo 


Give Me That Ole Time Religion sung by Leslie Uggams. 
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the Drinking Cycle QUI CK ‘ 

- INEXPENSIVELY! Use new 
ALCORE M, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL. intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a Treatment or Cure but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 


from liquor. May be taken in secret. New ALCOREM 
eliminates desire for more alcohol for varying pe- 
riods. GUARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment is recog- 
nized by Medical Authority. Comes ready to use — sim 
ple instructions included ace not cause time out from - 
work. One happy ALCOREM user writes: “I took 
ALCOREM 9 years ago, and I have not taken or 
wanted a drink since then. Please send me AL’ COREM 
for - friend of mine —_ is a heavy drinker. Mr. 
Princeton As an additional help we send 


FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM. 


Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also WEIGHT CHART to guide retormed 
drinker to proper weight. 

DO NOT DELAY e ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK, We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKLES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper 
Pay posunan $9.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
$1.20 in C.0.D. & postage.send $9.95 with order. 

Known world wide since 1948 

MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS -. DEPT. T-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5. ILL. 


ONG IDEAS Wanted 


Songwriters with top publisher 
and record contacts want 
Song s and Song Poems. 
No Fees! Write to: TA 


SONGWRITERS CONTACT CO. 











to WEEKEND WORK 


Telis 200 Ways You Can Earn 
$5.00 - $50.00 in Spare Time 


Rush om name and address for a 






orma- 
tion, plans—today. OPPORTUNITY, 850 
N. Dearborn, Dept. 268 Chicago10, 1h. 


SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 
TODAY 




















CHILDLESS= 


children 


Amazing new Predictor is the scientific guide to 
the Rhythm Method of Control. Shows at a glance 
your fertile and non-fertile days. No dials, no mathe- 
matics, no drugs, no exercises. Automatically adjusts 
to your individual cycle. Ten day money back guar- 
antee. Send $1.98 to THE PREDICTOR CORPORATION 
Dept. T-3, Box 76, Bowling Green Station, New 
York 4, N. Y. 


NOW! A HOWARD DELUXE PERUKE 
FOR LESS THAN ORDINARY WIGS 
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YOU GET MORE STYLE — MORE COMFORT — 

MORE REAL ENJOYMENT FOR LESS MONEY AT | 

HOWARD OR YOU GET YOUR MONEY BACK. 

State hat size, color, or send hair sample for matching | 

$5.00 extra for mixed grey and light shades | 

SAVE MONEY. Send full amount ano we pay all postage 

SEND NO MONEY. Pay postman plus post. & hand. | 

SEND YOUR ORDER TO HOWARD — A NAME YOU CAN TRUST | 
HOWARD TRESSES, Dept. Ta-23 


| 
| 
| 
[reve 
[*" 
| EASY TO CLEAN AND RESTYLE 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 317 W. 125th St., New York 27, N. Y. 
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Dreams con come tree ia 


Fashion Designing 





Stedy et home te be a designer 
Whether you wish to make a career of dress 
designing or dream of creating a fashion-right 
wardrobe for yourself and members of your 


family, National School of Dress Design offers 
you the opportunity to get essential basic train- 
ing in spare time study at home. 

To those with aptitud on t ing home 
study foundation course in Fashion igning, 
Sketching, Pattern Drafting, Cutti bee me 
provides a sound, fundamental backgroun 
which may open the door to a fashion career or 
help you to acquire new skills, a thrilling, satisfy- 
ing know-how. 


| coding heme stedy fashion scheel 
Backed by years of experience, our training 
covers all essential phases of styling and costume 
designing. Basic Principles are taught a the 
inspiring “learn-by-doing” method, step-by-step 
under the supervision of a qualified instructor 
who takes a real interest in your progress. 


Free booklet! Mail coupon today for valu- 
able free booklet, ‘‘Adventures in Dress 
Design." Sent postage p id without obliga- 
tion. (No salesman will call.) 
NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3233 
Chicago 14, Ili. 

Please send me FREE and postpaid your book- 
let, “Adventures in Design,” and full 
particulars. This obligates me in no’ way. 
Heme. 
Address_ 


City 











i Tere 
edited by National Home Study Council. 
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FOR HOME AND SHOP 


ALL SIZES AND KINDS 
= EVERY PERSON at PURPOSE 


Beye m THE BEST IN THE WORLD 





- 20S $1.99 
imported; pin joint, rolling 
handles. “C" size, bive steel. 


made, pin joint, rolling 
c red 


straight 
Wood 


egular 
spacers 





ass, 35 curved teeth 
teeth $1.99). 


traight 
handie 


39 regular straight 
Stee! spacers Wood 





= 224 $2.75 
Eureka, 54 fine straight teeth . 
#283 $7.99 
imported; box joint, rolling 


handies. “G" or “H" site. 
Eon Yl #17 99¢ Large curls 


traight teeth. For 


















#71 $5.99 
All purpose. Best made. Rolling 
handies. Sizes “‘A’ to “‘D’’. 








smb; imported. 52 extra 
teeth. For thin hair 


erheat. Curved, solid 
FREE travel case 
aden 








WE PAY POSTAGE wher you 
OU PAY POSTAGE and CO 


HOWARD nTRESSES Dept. TA-23 
_317_W. 125 St., New Yerk 27, N.Y 

































Jonah Jones 


Dakota Staton 





“«, 
On The Recofl a 


HE UNSINKABLE JONAH JONES SWINGS THE UNSINKABLE MOLLY 

BROWN/Jonah Jones (Capitol) : If Molly Brown has proved herself unsinkable 
in the Broadway hit, then Jonah Jones, in his latest LP, has proved himself not only 
unsinkable but also very swingable. Jonah, backed by his Quartet, launches into 
Side One with the positive opener Are You Sure? and from that point on the listener 
can only give an affirmative reply. 

Jonah, who has had quite a bit of luck with theater favorites in the past, has a 
strong affinity for show tunes, and he proves himself no novice with the happy, pace- 
setting tunes in Meredith Willson’s musical hit. From the opener he moves easily 
to the shuffle tempo in Dolce Far Niente, then catches onto the light easy beat of 
Chick-A-Pen. 

His Bon Jour is a slow and easy number but has a definite beat that sets feet 
a-tapping, and by the time he has applied his muted horn to the uptempo I’ve A’ready 
Started In, he’s proved he’s not only started but has a good thing going. The catchy 
I Ain’t Down Yet ends off Side One. 

Side Two kicks off with the warm humorous Belly Up To The Bar, Boys, then 
shuffles through /f ] Knew, Bea-u-ti-ful People Of Denver, the bluesy Keep-a-Hoppin’, 
and /’ll Never Say No. Backed up by pianoman Teddy Brannon, bassist John Brown, 
and drummer George Foster, Jonah proves himself with every note he plays. 


DAKOTA/Dakota Staton (Capitol) : The jacket states that this album is “a variety 
of moods and tempos in the fabulous vocal style of Dakota Staton,” and the album 
itself proves that this is exactly what it is. Jazzman Benny Carter arranges and 
conducts the orchestra, and between them they manage to get out an LP that’s worth 
listening to any time. 

Dakota gets down to business on Side One with the swinging beat of Rock Me To 
Sleep. This is Carter’s own composition and he lays down a rocking after-beat 
behind Dakota’s expressive reading of the lyric. This is followed by the poignant 
Don’t Leave Me Now; here Dakota is gently aided by the fluid piano of her regular 
accompanist Norman Simmons. Giving a new twist to the standard If 1 Love Again, 
she works it into an uptempo version that is nothing short of exhilarating. 

Make Me A Present Of You, the Joe Green tune, gives Dakota a chance to give the 
kind of intimate interpretation that she does so well, and this is followed by the 
uptempo On Green Dolphin Street, complete with bongos to give it an interesting if 
unusual beat. The slow and easy Everybody’s Somebody’s Fool completes Side One. 
Side Two features Weak For The Man, slow and bluesy, Meet Me At No Special 


Place, The Masquerade Is Over, Pick Yourself Up, I'll Close My Eyes, and Trapped. 
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Smart Shoppers...Buy by BREAEAEMD 


CONFIDENCE 


BRAND 
NAMES 


SATISFACTION 



































Smart shoppers are assured of 
satisfaction when they buy by 

Brand Name because the specialized 

know-how of the manufacturer stands 


behind their purchases 


\ Brand Name is the manufacturer s 
vuarantee of satisfaction— further 


endorsed by the retailer who sells it 


Brand Names give vou publi ly 
approved quality and value, for 

srand Name product has to earn its 

I} 


reputation against all competitvon 


Magazine advertising helps you get 
the most value for your moneys 
e a manufacturers Brand 


Name vou know & 


satisfaction! 
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By Marc Crawford 


ECAUSE IT WAS a secret, no one 
outside of the immediate families 
and TAN knew bright-eyed 24-year-old 
songstress Nancy Wilson walked down 
the aisle of Los Angeles’ Community 
Lutheran Church last December 23, and 
"became the wife of tall, handsome, 30- 
year-old jazz drummer Kenny Dennis. 
| The former Central State College coed 
(she studied music) had stood before 
Pher uncle, the Rev. Nelson Trout, in a 
beige knit coat dress, and promised to 
love. honor and cherish the man of her 
dreams until death did them part. It 
fwas a single-ring ceremony because 
Pdrummers seldom wear rings. Admit- 
tedly, it was the happiest day of her life. 
To Tan, Nancy said: “As a little girl 
back in Columbus, Ohio, I used to al- 
P ways dream of being a singer, marrying 
ba good man and having four kids. Now, 
(Tm a singer, | got my good man and. 
iif you please, give me a little time for 
the children.” 

Why. then. did the svelte five-foot. 
Iseven-inch singing beauty want to keep 
the happiest day of her life a secret 
from a growing army of friends and 
Mans who love her? Why didn’t she in- 
Hyite the photographers and summon the 
press ? 
| Perhaps, if we started from the begin- 
ming of Nancy Wilson we could better 
see why she made this strange decision 

the light of understanding. 

F In the first place. the oldest of six 
pchildren (4 girls, 2 brothers), born in 
PChillicothe, Ohio, Nancy Sue Wilson left 
pcollege in search of a career rather than 
ahusband. Of course, she did someday 
hope to meet the man she had been made 
Hor. In 1956, she joined Rusty Bryant’s 
band as a vocalist and in two years 
tnothing spectacular had happened. She 
ang well, but her name didn’t register 
band neither did any great abundance of 
sash and so she went back home to Co- 
dumbus. 


Mained in music, which might explain 


Her interest. however, still re- 


Why she says she didn’t think anything 
about her first meeting with Kenny Den- 
is when he came to town with the Son- 
ay Stitt Quintet. 
| The girl who sang her first songs in a 
deal Pentacostal church decided that 
me did not hold the key to success and 
Went off to conquer New York. That 
was January 1959, and New York did 


not fall flat on its face when it first met 
Nancy Wilson. She ended up as a secre- 
tary and switchboard operator for the 
New York Institute of Technology. She 
did work weekends singing in the Bronx 
at the Blue Morocco. It was then she 
again met Kenny Dennis and they struck 
up a friendship. The 


were musical in tone at first, then turned 


conversations 


to other things. Kenny encouraged her, 
inspired her with that “you can make 
it” feeling. As Nancy recalls: “He be- 
gan to tell me how to dress. how to walk 
and about proper carriage. He talked 
and made me 


to me about fashions 


Packine clothes. Nancy pauses outside 
Chicaca’ ] ] Thea , f 


» Like 


Something Wonderful 


more aware that | was a woman. 

“He was soft-spoken and, I think, most 
of all, understanding. By the time buds 
on the rose bushes began sprouting, there 
was more than spring in the air.” 

There was, in more ways than two. 
Jazz alto-saxophonist Julian (Cannon- 
ball) Adderley heard Nancy Wilson 
sing and began telling all who would 
listen just how great she was. Personal 
manager of stars John Levy listened, 
liked what he heard and quickly signed 
Nancy to a contract. By December 1959 
Nancy had recorded her first album, 

15 





Love, for Capitol Records and 
egan to notice the little girl 
lumbus. 
st recording effort was a smash 
she followed with a second 
vething Wonderful. Club own- 
nation’s plush niteries wanted 
hear her in person and she 
her childhood 
being a singer fulfilled. 


to the races, 
success grew, So did her feel- 
Dennis, though they 
‘n thousands of miles apart. By 

1960, Nancy said: “I knew 


Kenny 


serious. | knew I would not 
areer up to marry anybody— 
this has always been my dream. 
ew marriage to the wrong man 
rt me, possibly beyond repair. 
ew he couldn’t ask me to give 
reer, but by September he was 


Catching a quick 


Three Sounds. 


Mn 


ing early 


her up-in Chicago “Smart 


meal, Nancy chats 
instrumental group 


{flairs shou 


lean days, she worked as s 


i, 


asking me to give up my last name for 
his. I knew in my heart Kenny was a 
wonderful man, that he was understand- 
ing and was well aware of the demands 
of our profession. But still this was not 
a summer romance. Here was a man 
asking me to go through life and all 
time with him—and I can’t think of a 
more important question than that one. 

“I needed time to think. I had to get 
off to myself. Then my manager booked 
me for an engagement in Australia. | 
was 10,000 miles and three months away 
from Kenny. How’s that for time and 


space to think? I was miserable without 
him, missed him, remembered a hundred 
little things about him I had never really 
noticed before. The way he used his 
hands, the way he walked, the way he 
did things. 


“On December 15, I returned to the 


United States and Kenny was waiting 
for me at Los Angeles airport. Before 
he had even said hello, he had asked me 
if I would marry him. I wanted to say 
‘yes’ in the worst way, but I was still 
cautious. Kenny understood. Anyway, 
four days later I said ‘yes’ and 48 hours 
later he was my husband. Then followed 
a four-day honeymoon, which I spent in 
a recording studio doing some more al- 
bums for Capitol. What a way to spend 
a honeymoon! When I left for Australia 
I had no idea I would be married on my 
return and therefore my manager had 
other commitments that I was obliged to 
honor. So I kissed Kenny goodbye and 
started across the country, keeping my 
word and spending $75 a week in phone 
calls to my dear sweet husband in Los 
Angeles. 

“During the four days it took me to 
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say ‘yes’ to Kenny I was thinking about 
those obligations, the recording dates 
and all, and I was thinking to myself 
what I owed my fans—who after all 
have made me what I am—and what | 
owed a husband, who made me under- 
stand the meanings of the words I| sing 


about love. Of course, my husband 
comes first—I vowed that before God, 
but Kenny knows the code of our pro- 
fession and a lot better than I do. 

“It was then I agreed to marriage, but 
with the reservation that it would not be 
announced until I had cleaned up my 
prior commitments. When we make the 
announcement that 
want to be standing with my hand in my 
husband’s shouting to the whole cock- 
eyed world that we are ‘Mr. and Mrs. 
Togetherness,’ and then I don’t want to 
have to dash off and leave him standing 
there, either. 


were married, | 


“I know now beyond doubt and fear 
that | have married the man I was made 
for and my New Year’s resolution was 
made for all the other years to come, 
because that is how I love him. I am 
not yet ready to give up my career and 
I see why I can’t take off time from it to 
have children—after all I still want four. 

“You know it is essential for a woman 
to marry a man who she has something 
in common with, because, I believe. it 
makes understanding a lot simpler. We 
have considered Kenny getting a group 
to back me up when I’m singing, but 
were not sure that is the wisest thing to 
do, even though to do otherwise would 


keep us much apart. I don’t know what 





we'll decide. It’s still in the discussion 
stage. 

“I naturally want to develop to the 
very tip top of my abilities and I work 
very hard at it. I’ve heard it said you 
can’t get there without a white man. 
That could be true. I don’t know. Kenny 
is colored and yet he is not, he isn’t any 
color. He’s my husband, the man | love. 
the man who shall be father of my chil- 
dren. the man I shall always keep in my 
heart. 

“On the question of secret marriages, 
| have no advice to give. After all, two 
people marry each other, and not the 
We did what we 

THE END 


opinions of people. 


thought best for us.” 








fh y to him, 
an: wer. His moist, warm 
batched mine, then moved down to 
of my throat, glided down my 


ns. 

owie, e, dae t—” I struggled and 
aght against him, even while my body 

yearned for him. 

-Howie’s respon 


age him, od 
ag, mine. y frightelipdl I 


kicked: at ei — at his face, 
grabbed for his hands. “Stop, Howie, 
stop.” 

But she was like an animal now. I 
+ screamed as he ripped my blouse,’ 
grabbed at my skirt. But I was helpless 

PA in his hands. I couldn’t stop him. 
Some time later, Howie pushed me 









%, I knew Howie was following me 
own the dark tenement street. 
retended, not to notice, but 
excitement paced through me 
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TOO 


MUCH 


rad was too good for 
and I knew he’d 


p me when he found 


vhy I was here, but I 


just didn’t care 


smiled scornfully. “You weren’t 
after all, baby,” he said, as he 
on the starter of his car and 
back for Midvale. 
>, how can you say that?” I 
Vaves of guilt surged through my 
sn as desire had a few minutes 
as | realized what had happened. 
vy that it had, how strange, how 
Howie was acting. 
t do you expect me to say?” he 


ted to cry. My hands clutched 
it the tear in my blouse. “You 
en care, do you, Howie Drake?” 
laughed and his laugh was al- 
bscene. “I got what I wanted and 
u. So who’s hurt?” 
minutes later Howie skidded 
vertible to a stop in front of my 
| waited for a goodnight kiss, but 
s none. I waited to be asked for 
date, but instead he said, “Lis- 
en. You better keep quiet about 
Ill tell every boy in the senior 
ut you.” 
e was off, the tires of his car 
as he raced the motor. I 
| could hear him laugh as his 
led the corner and I walked up 


the steps to the front door of our house. 

A light was on in the kitchen. That 
meant Mom was still up. I took off my 
shoes and tried to sneak into the bed- 
room, but Mom’s call broke through the 
stillness like the raucous cry of a blue jay 
in the forest. 

“Doreen, that you?” 

“Yes, Mother.” I held my breath. 

“Well, come in here. I want to talk to 
you.” 

“I’m tired, Mother.” I tried desperate- 
ly to sound normal. “I want to go to 
bed.” 

“Come in here, do you hear?” She 
was sitting in the kitchen in her old blue 
housecoat drinking a cup of coffee. Her 
small, tired eyes strayed across my tear- 
stained face, settled on the rip in my 
blouse. 

“Doreen, what have you been doing?” 

I wanted her to take me in her arms, 
comfort me, tell me everything would be 
all right. But instead she kept on in that 
same harsh voice, “Look at you! What 
happened ?” 

“Nothing, Mother,” I blubbered. | was 
close to hysteria. “Absolutely nothing.” 

Mon: -. lips were taut. “You’ve been 
out with that hoodlum, Howie Drake. 
again, haven’t you?” 

I couldn’t answer. The words wouldn’t 
come. 

“I slave my life away to give you 
everything I possibly can and this is the 
gratitude you show me. I don’t under- 
stand.” 

I dragged myself weakly from the 
room, pulled off my clothes, and tumbled 
down on my bed. My whole body was 
aching. I felt shamed and disgusted as | 
lay there trying to sleep. I knew Mom 
was right. 

I, Doreen Brown, seventeen, pretty- 
featured with slightly slanting eyes, but 
too heavy to be appealing to most boys, 
had never wanted anything except love. 
I needed it so desperately I’d even given 
in to Howie... 

Oh, I know Mom loved me in her way. 
But she was so tired, so bitter and frus- 
trated. There hadn’t been much real feel- 
ing between us for years. Not the kind 
that showed anyway. I know she tried 
to understand me. But I guess she was 
so anxious that I succeed where she’d 
failed that she was often sharp and de- 
manding with me. 

It had been hard for both of us ever 
since I was seven years old. I never knew 
exactly what had happened. Mom tight- 





ened up the few times I’d asked her 
about my father. He had left us flat— 
deserted. All I remember about my 
father was that he was tall and handsome 
and used to carry me about the house on 
his shoulder. I remember his deep, reas. 
suring voice, “And how’s my little honey 
tonight?” 

I remember too the day he didn’t come 
home. It was a cold, drizzly day, the kind 
that steams the windows and makes the 
kitchen seem warm and inviting. Mom 
had dinner in the oven and I followed 
her about as she made the salad. But 
my father didn’t come when he usually 
did. Finally Mom said, “Well, Doreen 
honey. I guess you better eat. [ll wait my 
dinner for your Daddy. Poor dear, he 
must have been delayed.” 

J ate my dinner and still he didn’t 
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come. and Mom made me put on my 
pajamas and tucked me into bed. I lay 
there wide-awake, listening to the little 
night sounds outside. But inside the 
house was still, deathly still. 

The next morning he wasn’t there 
either, and as Mom made my breakfast 
] asked her, “Where’s Daddy?” 

She dabbed at her eyes with a hand- 
kerchief and tried to smile as she pulled 
me close. “I don’t know, dear. But don’t 
you worry, darling. We'll make out.” 
"A few weeks after that Mom went to 
work in the laundry. She’s been there 
ever since—a presser. When | was too 
young to look after myself she dropped 
me by Aunt Martha’s in the morning 
and picked me up every afternoon. Aunt 
Martha meant well, but with four little 
ones of her own, she couldn’t give me 


the attention that I craved, and needed. 

After a few months we had to give up 
the big house on Arden Street. Mom ex- 
plained that she couldn’t make the pay- 
ments and besides we didn’t need so 
much room. So we moved into the little 
cracker-box on the corner of Eighth and 
Houston. The house was so little it was 
kind of a town joke. “And how are 
things at the Brown mansion?” Lily 
Jones, one of the well-to-do kids at school 
who had been my friend once, used to 
titter. 

I had other problems too. One was 
weight. Other girls could drink sodas, or 
eat sundaes and candy bars, but every 
time I even looked at sweets I seemed 
to gain weight. Maybe some people think 
it’s funny, but it wasn’t to me. It was 
terribly hard to have to be so diet con- 


scious. Besides I guess I matured more 
rapidly than many of the other girls and 
sometimes I heard little jokes behind my 
back. “Doreen, the dairy maid,” I heard 
one boy call me once. Then he laughed 
and I went around ashamed of my body 
all day long. 

But as I grew older I dieted more care- 
fully and fought to keep control of my 
figure. | wanted so much to have the 
boys like me. Still no one seemed to be 
interested in me. Other girls, some of 
whom I didn’t think were attractive at 
all, got lots of dates. All through my 
freshman and sophomore years in high 
school I never had a one, except those 
few when every boy in the class had to 
ask somebody. And then it was always 
Richard Benton who invited me. What a 


drip he was! (Continued on Page 70) 


I stood there, completely alone in the city. People 
hurried by around me, all going somewhere, while I 


stood, not knowing where to go, or what to do... 
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4 leg WORDS ON THE PAGE in 
front of me dimmed for a moment 
and then seemed to all run together. I 
losed my eyes for a second and then 
opened them, and rubbed a weary hand 
over my forehead. I mustn’t get sleepy. 
| just mustn’t. We were going to have 
biology test tomorrow and I would 
flunk it if I didn’t finish reading this 
hapter. | shifted my position in the un- 
omfortable kitchen chair and bent de- 
terminedly over my lesson. The air 
seemed to shimmer as my mother yelled 
me, “Trudy, get the baby a bottle, 
I’m tired.” 

She was tired—every bone in my 
body ached. I’d come home from school, 
washed the dishes, cleaned up the kitch- 

n, given three of the kids a bath, ironed 
intil 11 o’clock, and now I was trying to 
nake some sense out of my lesson. I 
felt like | was 50 instead of 15. 

| got a clean bottle off of the sink and 
went to the refrigerator to get the for- 
nula. The shimmering whiteness of the 


empty refrigerator mocked me and | 


noaned aloud, “Oh no.” 

“What's the matter with you now?” 

| turned, my mother stood weaving in 
doorway. Her hair stood almost on 


end from being uncombed, her face bore 
streaks of old make-up which she hadn’t 


vothered to wash off. Her dress was 


wrinkled and the odor about her was 


inmistakable. My stomach heaved at 
he sight of her and I turned back to the 
npty ice-box. 
“You didn’t make the formula again,” 
said and bit my lip to keep back the 


tears. I’d learned long ago it didn’t 


ielp to cry. 

“[ can’t help it ‘cause I forgot. I 
lidn’t feel good today.” Mother’s whine 
rated on my ears, it made me furious 
1ow she tried to play on my sympathy 

if | didn’t realize she left the work 

r me. She wasn’t sick—she was drink- 
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I was used to hearing Mom stumble up the f 


stairs at night, but tonight I could tell from 


the whispers and giggles she wasn't alone 





ittle Jamie’s fussing began to 


into real crying and I knew I 


1ave to hurry and fix his bottle 
vould get to crying so hard it 
nake him sick. 


minutes later I stepped into the 


ed bedroom and picked my way 


over the sleeping forms on the 
prop the bottle up in Jamie’s 


le was lucky, he had a bed. He 


nonths old and the cutest baby 


id had yet. His hair was all soft 


1 his eyes were big. When he 
ou could feel it clear down in 


tom of your heart. 


was 3 years old and slept on 
rmy cot. I pulled the covers up 
her and then picked my way 
Alice, 5, Bobbie 12, and Ann, 


, there were six of us-kids and 


lays I felt like I was the mother 
Mom one of the kids. I'd often 
wonder what had happened to 

day we had been a happy 
1y mother, my big, strapping 
d Ann, Bobbie and me. Then, 
ant hand which had pulled a 
wn, it was all over—just that 
[hey brought my Dad home, 


| bleeding from a bad accident. 


or had arrived and wanted him 
the hospital, but he had said in 
ght and firm, “This is it, Doc, 


sel it. I want to see my kids 


id my wife.” 

od had stopped dead still in 
when I heard him say that and 
» a cake of ice. My mother let 
riek and | began to tremble all 
as in the hall right outside the 
and when Dad said huskily, 

[ moved like an automaton 

the door. 

n the bed, his face dirty and 
ith pain. He didn’t look like 
and I was afraid—afraid of 
the terrible thing I felt in this 
couldn’t see it or touch it but 
was there. Dad held out his 
1e and I moved closer to the 


bed. I reached out and put my hand in 
his. It felt like it always had—big and 
strong and comforting. His voice was 
husky as he spoke, and he looked direct- 
iy in my eyes. 

“Take care of your mother, honey, 
and your brother and sister. You're go- 
ing to be the strong one, Trudy, and 
they'll need that strength. I wish I could 
stay and help you but I guess it isn’t 
the Lord’s will.” He almost smiled, and 
then, without warning, his hand fell 
away from mine. My mother screamed 
and threw herself full length on my fa- 
ther’s quiet form and I remember | 
didn’t move but just stood there. | 


couldn’t believe it, I just couldn't. 


The doctor and a neighbor took my 


weeping mother from the room and | 
was alone for just a moment with my 
beloved Dad. Silently the tears began 
to roll down my face and I said inside 
myself, “I’ll be strong, Dad. I'll take 
care of them.” 

Then a neighbor came in and hustled 
me out, patting my head and murmur- 
ing. I don’t remember much else. | 
guess | was too young. I got used to 
the funny smell on my mother’s breath 
when she kissed me. I got used to going 
to bed hungry and lying quiet in my bed, 
making up stories about how I would be 
rich when I grew up and would take 
care of my family. I got to be real good 
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“Trudy,” Mom 
said, “this is your 
new daddy. Shake hands 
with him.” But I could only 
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at telling stories to Ann and Bobbie and 
every night they would ask me to tell 
them a bedtime story. I’d tell them over 
and over how we'd live in a nice house 
with lots of food. 


meas STILL awake one night when 

I heard someone knock on our door. 
Mother answered the door and then | 
heard voices. We seldom had company 
any more and I was curious as to who 
it was. I got up and crept to the door. 
I put my ear to the crack. I was real 
surprised to hear Reverend Deems’ 


voice. We had stopped going to Sunday 
School and church when our good 
dresses wore out. I heard my mother’s 


voice rise angrily and heard the words 
—to me there is no God—no justice— 
don’t try to tell me what to do—I don’t 
care if the insurance is gone—and I’ve 
no experience in working, we'll make 
out.” I heard Reverend Deems again 
but he spoke so softly I couldn’t make 
out the words. Then Mother, almost 
hysterical, said, “I’ll do anything before 
I’ll take charity. And you mind your 
own business!” 

I gasped and put my hand over my 
mouth. Mother shouldn’t speak that way 
to the preacher, he was nice. I was 
ashamed of her. It was the first time I 
ever knew shame for my mother, but it 
certainly wasn’t the last. 


The loud bang of the door told me 
Reverend Deems had left and then I 
heard Mother sobbing. I tiptoed back to 
bed. 

It. was right after that that Mother 
started going out every night. She 
would wait until Ann and Bobbie were 
asleep and then say to me, “Trudy, I’ve 
got to go out to take care of some busi- 
ness tonight. I won’t worry about any- 
thing, though, because you’re a big girl 
now and you'll take care of everything.” 
I would only nod. Then I would go to 
bed and lie awake, stiff and frightened, 
afraid to move. Only when I heard 
Mother stumble up the porch steps did 
I relax and let myself go to sleep. 

One night I heard Mother giggle. 
Giggle like a girl. I strained my ears 
and then I knew what it was that was 
strange—a man’s voice. He laughed, 
low and shivery. I heard them come in 
the house and then giggle and ssh-ssh 
one another as they passed my door. I 
didn’t know what was wrong but some- 
thing was and I was scared. Real deep 
down scared. 

Nothing happened though and I be- 
gan to feel better when one morning I 
got up for breakfast and there was a 
stranger—a man—-sitting at the table. 
Mother wiped her hands nervously on 
her apron and blurted out, “Trudy— 
this is your new daddy—shake hands 
with him.” I wished the floor would 
open up and swallow me. I didn’t want 
a new Daddy. My Daddy was dead— 
I’d never have another. I just stood and 
stared at the strange man. Mother gave 
me a push toward him and I turned and 
bolted for the door. A hoarse laugh fol- 
lowed me and I heard the man—| didn’t 
even know his name—say, “Let her go. 
I don’t want to be a daddy any more 
than she wants one. That’s not what I 
married you for—” and the rest of the 
words were lost. 

I ran all the way to school. I got 
there before the doors were even open. 
I sat down on the stoop, out of breath 
and hungry. I thought about running 
away, only I didn’t know where to run 
to. And I couldn’t leave Ann and Bobbie. 
What would I do? Oh, what would I 
do? All day long the question kept 
pounding at me, what would I do? 

At 3:30 I did the only thing I could 
do—I went home. I dreaded going in 
the house. I wondered if I would be 
punished for (Continued on Page 57) 
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OT MANY PEOPLE get a chance to make up for their mis- 
takes and I’m thankful for the chance to pay for mine. 
Every night when I tuck my two grandchildren into bed I offer 
the same prayer of thanksgiving. 
Because of my mistakes the mother of those two children is 


limmie often flew into dead and their father is serving a life term in prison. 
1 bee : I didn’t mean to make the mistakes I did in rearing my two 
ages. and he Kept saying children. But then no one intends to make mistakes. I was 


probably blinder than most mothers where my children were 
concerned. As far as I was concerned, they could do no wrong 


ie hated Marsha. but I 


cnew he didn’t really and I wouldn’t listen to anyone who tried to tell me differently. 
it.H ldI That was my biggest mistake. I wouldn’t listen. 
nan ae know Ed and I were never close like married couples should be and 


is hate would grow i when Jimmie was born | focused all my attention and love on 
him. He was mine. My baby. The result of the marriage I had 
nearly destroyed him? never particularly wanted or worked at. 

Ed and I got married mostly because I wanted to be married 
like my sister Katherine and all my friends and Ed wanted to 
marry me. I was never deeply in love with him and I never 
enjoyed any part of our marriage. I had been taught that sex 
was sinful and that part of marriage was particularly distasteful 
to me. 

It gave me Jimmie, though, and two years later Marsha, and 
that partly compensated. I vowed my children would have 
everything. They wouldn’t have to work hard like I did on our 
farm. They wouldn’t have to do without things. 

Ed and I argued long and often over the two children. “They 
ought to have chores to do. Responsibilities,” he kept saying, 
from the time they were toddlers. 

“Nonsense! They’re only babies.” 

“Jimmie is six,” Ed pointed out one summer. “He'll start to 
school. When I was six I took almost all the care of the chickens 
and helped with the milking and even the haying.” 

“Jimmie helps me with the chickens.” 

“Oh, sure. He scatters some of the feed around when he feels 


Sometimes loving too much can bring 


more destruction than not loving enough. 


That was my sin, and because of it I lost 


my son and nearly my grandchildren 
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like it. Kids need responsibilities. Need 
to have things to do and to be made to 
do them. He needs to learn to do things 
on the farm.” 

“T don’t see why that’s so important. 

He'll never spend his life slaving on a 
farm.” , 
“He won’t spend his life doing any- 
thing, the way you spoil him. He sure 
won't be able to make anything in life. 
There’s worse things than being a 
farmer.” 

Right then I couldn’t think of any- 
thing worse so | kept still. I hadn't 
planned on being a farmer’s wife when 
I got married. Ed was working in a big 
department store and six months after 
we were married his father died and we 
moved on the farm. Ed had a college 
degree and he used it to be a farmer. 

Jimmie would be different. Jimmie 
would get a college degree and make 
good use of it. 

But Jimmie dropped out of school in 
his junior year. He never did like school. 
The rigid rules they followed, the home: 
work and the restrictions always irri- 
tated him. Time after time when he was 
little he played hookey to go fishing or 
hunting. Ed threatened to use his belt 
on him each time but I tried to talk to 
Jimmie and fire him with some of my 
dreams for him. 

“Marsha loves school, Jimmie,” [ told 
him when he was twelve and had been 
playing hookey again. “I don’t see why 
you can’t feel the same way. If you'd 
try, you’d get to like it and it won't be 
too long until you will be in college.” 

“I’m not looking forward to spending 
all that extra time in school. No wonder 
Marsha likes it. She’s nothing but a little 
snitch and she enjoys making up to those 
stupid teachers by snitching on the other 
kids. I bet she’s the one who snitched 
on me yesterday.” 
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I should have done 
something when Jimmie 
first. started accusing 
Marsha of things I 
knew weren't true, but 
instead I worried a 


little and let it go 


“Marsha wouldn’t do such a thing.” 

“Ha! She hates me as much as I do 
her.” he said. 

“It’s wrong to hate anyone, Jimmie. 
Especially your sister. She’s younger 
than you are, and a girl, and you should 
take care of her.” 

“I'd sure like to,” he muttered. 

It had always worried me that Jimmie 
seemed to have no love at all for his 
sister. She wasn’t but five days old when 
he put a hot biscuit on her hand as she 
lay in her crib. 

When she was eight he had killed two 
of her kittens just because he wanted to 
go on an overnight camping trip with 
another boy and I wouldn’t let him be- 
cause he had hit her. 

“What he needs is a few sessions with 
a belt,” Ed had said. “Unless you quit 
spoiling him, he’s headed for trouble.” 

“Jimmie’s not bad. He felt killing the 
kittens was getting even with Marsha 
for spoiling his fun. I’m sure he’s 
sorry.” 

“I’m not,” Ed said. “And revenge like 
that in a child is not a natural reaction. 
He’s too full of hate for Marsha. Too 
much against all rules and regulations. 
That’s because you’ve spoiled him so.” 

I wouldn’t listen to Ed. If anything, I 
let Jimmie get by with more things just 
to show Ed he couldn’t boss me around. 
Sure Jimmie had a bad temper and flew 
into tantrums when things went wrong. 
He kept saying he hated Marsha but I 
knew he didn’t mean it the way it 
sounded. 

Then, when he was a junior I had to 
go to the hospital for two weeks and 
when I came home he had quit school. 

“IT never did like it and there’s noth- 
ing more they can teach me there,” he 
said. “Those teachers are a bunch of 
cheats and liars and spies. Always ready 
to snitch on the kids they have it in for 
and they were all against me. I don’t 
need their old school. I can get a job and 
take care of myself.” 

I was sick over his quitting but he 
flew into a rage whenever I mentioned 
going back and threatened to run away 
from home. [| didn’t want to lose Jimmie 
so I gave in and let him stay out of 
school. 

He got a job in Rosser, the town near 
where we lived, and drove back and 
forth in a second hand car | talked Ed 
into getting for him. I wouldn’t charge 
him board though Ed thought I should 


and complained because I wouldn’t 


listen to what he said. 

“It would help teach him responsibil- 
ity,” Ed insisted. “He’s never had to do 
anything like that. How’s he going to 
learn the value of money and a sense of 
responsibility ?” 

“He doesn’t make enough to learn 
much value,” I told him, “but he will 
learn to handle it by doing it. I’m not 
going to charge him for living in his 
own home.” 

Marsha was in high school then and 
she needed money like the other girls so 
I told Jimmie he could give her so much 
each week. 

“Why should I give her money I work 
for?” he wanted to know. “Let her quit 
school and get a job like I did if she 
wants spending money.” 

“I’m going to be a nurse,” Marsha 
told him, “and you can just make up 
your mind you’re going to help me. Isn’t 
he, Mother?” 

“Of course he'll help you, dear. After 
all, you’re his sister.” 

“That’s not my fault,” Jimmie said. 
“Why should I have to give her money ?” 

“Because she’s your sister,” I told 
him. “You won’t miss the little bit you 
give her each week. Think how happy 
you'll be when she’s a nurse.” 

“I'd be happier if she was a patient in 
the hospital,” Jimmie said. 

He gave her the money, though. Not 
gracefully. He grumbled every week 
when he brought it home and gave it to 
me for her. He refused to give it to her 
directly. 

“T’ll give it to you and if you want to 
hand it over to her that’s your worry. I 
won't give it to that little smart aleck.” 

By the time Marsha graduated Jimmie 
had a job in the paper box factory in 
Carville, forty miles away, and the town 
where the hospital she’d enter was. 

He was making good money and there 
was no reason he couldn’t guarantee the 
fee for her and give her some spending 
money besides. Even Ed agreed he 
should do it. 

“It will teach him something about 
handling money, at least,” Ed said. “And 
it might make him a little less vindictive 
towards her.” 

It seemed to make him worse. He gave 
her the money and he paid her fee at the 
hospital. But he kept bringing home tales 
about her that I knew weren’t true. 

“I know Marsha doesn’t do anything 
she shouldn’t, Jimmie,” I told him when 
he brought (Continued on Page 51) 
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Stan Turner pulled me 
over into a corner of the 
factory. “I’ve got news for 
you,” he said, letting his 
eyes move slowly over my 
body. ‘“‘Come to my office 


at closing time” 


I learned early that if you want 
to get ahead on a job you’ve got 
to do it any way you can—and 
you've got to grab every chance 


HE DAY I saw Stan Turner for the first time, I’d just 

about decided I couldn’t take much more of Rosen and 
Goldstein. The place was a madhouse that afternoon. The 
cutters were yelling back and forth, the radio was blasting 
rock and roll, and the women at the end of the room were 
gabbing, as usual. 

Suddenly a wild shriek split the air and a dark little 
woman jumped up from her machine and started for the 
woman opposite her with a pair of shears. 

“What’s going on?” Joe, our foreman, roared. 

For a minute it looked like murder. But then, just as 
suddenly as it had started, the noise quieted down. I looked 
up to see why, and noticed a man strolling into the factory. 
I had never seen him before. If I had, I would have re- 
membered. He wasn’t a man a girl would forget. 

The cutters stopped talking and concentrated on their 
work. Even the little woman with the shears got back to 
her machine in nothing flat. For a minute the man just 
stood there looking in her direction. Then he looked 
around the room. I could feel warm color in my face as 
he looked at me. 

“You’re new here, aren’t you?” he asked me. 

“TI came the first of the month,” I answered nervously. 
The boldest black eyes I had ever seen were looking into 
mine. 

“What’s your name?” he asked next. 

I told him I was Alice Paton, and he said he hoped I'd 
like it at Rosen and Goldstein’s. 

“I’m Mr. Turner, the manager,” he said. “If you ever 
have any complaints, I’m the man to see.” 

For the moment I didn’t see what he could do about 
them, but I had plenty of complaints. I hadn’t taken a 
commercial course in high school just so I could run a 
sewing machine all my life. But Mom and I were always 
short of money, so when | graduated in the spring. I 
wanted to help out. Mom found a place for me in the 
lingerie house where she was working. My machine was 
right next to hers, so she more or less trained me. It was 
supposed to be a temporary thing. Neither of us planned 
for me to do that kind of work indefinitely. 

But nothing ever seems to work according to plan. One 
day Mom passed out at the factory. Gert Jackson, a friend 
of hers, went down to the hospital with me. Mom had to 
have an emergency operation, and the doctor said she 
would have to take it easy for about a year. 

“Stop worrying,” I kept telling her. “It’s about time I 
started taking care of you.” She had been taking care 




















HE DARED ME TO SIN 


e ever since dad was killed down on 
locks. 

| don’t know what I would have done 

ut Gert. We didn’t have any close 
relatives | could turn to. I was scared 
leath—I’d never felt so alone in my 
Gert tried to look after me. When 
eason was over, the lingerie house 
losed, but Gert soon got another job in 
oat house of Rosen and Goldstein. I 

| hoped to find a job in an office, but 
hen Gert said she could get me on at 
en’s, | didn’t quibble about office 

How | hated that place! I hated the 
tiff dummies draped with heavy suiting 
held together with tailor’s tacks. I hated 
the mess of the scraps and the chalk. | 

ed the sickening smell of the pressing 

ichines. But there wasn’t any chance 
get away from it with Mom so sick. 
could I go out to look for an office 
when I was tied to a sewing machine? 

Mr. Turner started coming into the 

ry almost every day after that. He 
talked to Joe, and maybe he 
uld say a few words to some of the 
On his way out he would stop by 
nachine and ask how I was getting 
| would get so excited I could 
lly sew a straight seam after he was 
He never talked to the other 

en. Only me. 
\ow if there is anything I can do for 

he’d say, “just let me know.” 

t didn’t even occur to me to speak to 

m about an office job until Gert let it 

to Mom that the union might call a 
trike. We didn’t have any money saved. 

way, Mom hated the idea that I 
night have to parade up and down 

enth Avenue with a sign on my back. 
She worried herself sick. 

[he very next day, just as Mr. Turner 
vas leaving the floor, it came to me 
that maybe he could help me. If I ever 

ut of the place, I couldn’t just sit 
around like one of the dummies and 
m of an office job. I'd have to do 
ething about it. 
Mr. Turner!” I called suddenly, and 
umped up from my machine and ran 
to him. Of course I’d had to shout to 
heard above the noise. I think every- 


in the place turned to look at me. 
Could | talk to you some time to- 


| asked. 


He said he was busy and he couldn’t 
see me right away. Why didn’t I come 
upstairs when the plant closed at four- 
thirty? The office didn’t close until five. 

As soon as the factory closed that 
afternoon, I took the elevator to the 
office floor. I had never been up there 
before, and when I saw the gray and 
gold reception room and the models 
strolling around, | was more certain 
than ever that | wanted an office job with 
Rosen and Goldstein. 

Mr. Turner was signing letters when 
I went into his office. His secretary was 
a tall, skinny woman who looked every 
day of thirty, and not very pretty in spite 
of her smart clothes. She looked at me 
distastefully as she scooped up the letters 
and went back to her own office. 

“Well. doll, what can I do for you?” 
he asked. 

“Mr. Turner, I’m really not a seam- 
stress.” | began nervously, “I’m a sten- 
ographer. A—a secretary,” | rushed on, 
fibbing a little. “And I was wondering, 
if there is ever an opening in the office, 
would you consider me for the job?” 

“You want me to place you in a secre- 
tarial job?” he asked. 

“If only you would!” I exclaimed. 
“I'd be so grateful!” 

He rang a buzzer and his secretary 
came in. “Marge. bring me an applica- 
tion blank,” he said. And when she went 
to get it, he added, “It’s almost time for 
the office to close. You can fill it out at 
home.” 

Marge turned up her nose at me as 
she popped the application form down 
on his desk. The minute her office door 
closed behind her, he said casually, 
“Now why don’t we stop for a couple 
of drinks and talk this over?” 

I was wearing a cheap skirt and 
blouse, but I realized it wouldn’t be 
smart to turn down this chance even if | 
wasn’t dressed as I should be. So I said 
that would be fine, and he said he would 
meet me in front of the building right 
away. 

I was standing in the doorway when 
his secretary came down. She had on a 
Persian lamb coat. and she sailed by me 
with her nose in the air. looking like 
she thought she owned the joint. In a few 
minutes Mr. Turner pulled up in a long 
black car and (Continued on Page 66) 


When Mom got sick and 


couldn’t work I knew it 


was up to me, and when 


I heard we might go on 
strike I felt desperate 


—lI had to do something 








I sat in Stan's apartment, my head spinning from his kisses, 
when suddenly a sareastic voice cut into my thoughts. “Now 


isn t this cozy.” | looked up into the eves of his secretary 
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“I’m tired of you always tre 
ing me like I’m your prog 
erty,” I said. “I’m not read 
to marry you or anyone’ 


Good old steady Jimmy—he was the kind of guy 
who made sure I was home when my father said. 


But I wanted thrills, excitement... not routine 
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BORED 
by his 


KISSES 


OU COULD SAY that I was the luckiest gal in Hensley, 

a small Midwestern town. You would be right. But I 
only narrowly escaped becoming the perfect fool before | 
got the message. 

Lucky I say because for a girl with only a high school 
educatign and a year’s secretarial training at the local busi- 
ness college, I stood heads above many of my school chums 
who elected to marry as soon as they finished high school. 
Many of them said they wished they had remained single 
for awhile like me. This unconsciously made me decide to 
remain single as long as I possibly could. Forever, if neces- 
sary. 

“Pauline is going places,” townspeople would whisper. 
“Isn’t she lucky to be able to wait for awhile before marry- 
ng!” And, “My, Jimmy is going to land a prize when he 
iarries her.” 





Yes, I was extremely lucky. I had a chance to live for 
awhile without settling down to housekeeping before I was 
mature enough. | had an opportunity to work and to get 
familiar with what responsibility is. And I had some time 
to think about my future. 

But not giving full thought to the future almost proved 
my undoing, the end of a beautiful relationship which I 
thought had become too routine. That relationship was with 
Jimmy Aaron. 

Wonderful, kind, thoughtful Jimmy. 

Jimmy was the boy next door, although he lived several 
blocks away from our small cottage. 

As a matter of fact, Jimmy lived next door to my family 
when I first met him. We were only children then. Later, 
when we reached our early teens, Jimmy had standing dates 
with me for important affairs—the proms, movies and 
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Bored 
by his 


Kisses 





picnics. It was the thing to go steady in 
our town and we heartily adopted the 
program. 

[ wasn’t a beauty and Jimmy wasn’t 
a lothario, a school hero or even a 
school leader. But some mysterious tie 
bound us from the moment we were at- 
tracted to each other as puppy lovers in 


junior high school. 

The very first time I saw Jimmy we 
were both eight years old. He was 
perched in the top of our small apple 
tree. When he saw me, he slipped down 


out of the tree, stared at me with his 
apple-filled mouth. Then he raced for a 
hole in the fence as I threw apples at 
him for stealing from our tree. He and 
[ practically hated each other, then. He 
liked to tease me about my long braids 
and | threw sticks at him for pestering 
me 

Jimmy and his family moved away 
after a year. | saw him now and then 
at elementary school. We were in the 


same homeroom when we went to Wins- 
low Junior High. I looked up from my 
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desk and there he stood the first day of 
classes. He had grown lanky and there 
was a trace of a moustache growing 
above his upper lip. 

Mysteriously I was attracted to the 
gangling boy who stood before me. 
“Hello, Pauline,” he smiled. “Hi, Jim- 
my,” I half-laughed in reply. He took 
a seat next to me and we began talking 
about what a beautiful school Winslow 
was. Then we talked about the teachers. 
It was as though we were trying to break 
the ice as we half-remembered the year 
when we lived next door to each other. 

But it didn’t take long. In the first 
few days, I sensed that there were 
changes about Jimmy. He was more 
courteous. He waited for me after school 
and walked me home. Like young lovers 
we settled into a groove in which every- 
one else was shut out. Jimmy was a 
quiet boy, but for some unexplained 
reason, he could make me laugh and be 
happy so easily. It was fun being with 
him. 

By the time we reached our second 
year of high school both classmates and 
folk around town said we created a 
“there-is-no- question -but-that-they - will- 
marry” image. 

We never really discussed it. But 
it would be unfair to say that | did not 
know about the feeling or that I tried to 
discourage the image from growing. I 
did know about it—and liked it—and I 
did not try to discourage it. 

What- had always been taken for 
granted between us became a reality 
near the end of our senior year at Ar- 
dendale High School as we walked home 
after classes one day. 

“Pauline,” Jimmy began, “after I get 
my teaching degree at State College, I 
want to teach in Pittsburgh. I want you 
there beside me, as my wife, when I 
start. I couldn’t be a very good teacher 
without you beside me. Will you wait 
for me?” 

I smiled from a happiness that welled 
up inside me. I had been hoping for 
that moment ever since my girl friend, 
Mary Ann Talbott, permitted me to 
sneak a look at the engagement ring 
Toby Jones had given her, three weeks 
earlier, which she wore around her neck. 
They were to be married the day after 
graduation. “I want to be there beside 
you, too, Jimmy,” I said, meaning it 
with all my heart. 

It had all been so real, then, so re- 
assuring to know what my future held. 





But as Jimmy neared the end of his 
senior year in college, I wasn’t too sure 
that the marriage we had spoken of was 
what I really wanted after all. It seemed 
such a long time ago that we made the 
promise. 

I didn’t know what the real reason 
was for my new feelings. They had been 
collecting, | suppose, from the end of 
Jimmy’s first year at State College. I 
rationalized: would I be able to make 
a good wife? how would I enjoy living 
in Pittsburgh? how would things work 
out after our long relationship? 

I wouldn’t answer the questions. | 
only posed them in my mind as reasons 
for the strange desire to break away 
from Jimmy. Inside, I only knew that 
[ was growing tired of him because I 
had always been so sure of him, so sure 
of myself with him. During our entire 
young relationship, Jimmy was the type 
of boy who, even against my wishes, 
made sure I was home after a date by 
the time my father told him I should be 
home. While occasionally I rebelled at 
his vigilance I admired him for his 
forcefulness in respecting father’s wishes. 

Perhaps it was too much small town 
and too much taken for granted between 
us. 

In any event, the big blowup came 
when Jimmy came home for Christmas 
during his senior year. His attentions 
irritated me. He was too helpful, more 
in the way than ever before. 

I had decided to take a train into 
Chicago to do some shopping but he 
insisted on driving me the 190 miles. 
There wasn’t any reason or way I could 
refuse so he picked me up at eight o’clock 
in the morning. Driving into town was 
all right because I slept most of the way, 
having gotten up rather early. 

But when we arrived home at seven 
that evening, Jimmy became unusually 
possessive. 

“Honey, tomorrow night some of my 
buddies from school are throwing a 
party over in Piedmont. Be ready at 
eight. We should be able to drive over 
there in an hour. You don’t have to 
dress fancy. It'll be something like a 
sorority or a fraternity house party. And 
get some sleep so you won’t be fagged 
out like you were today.” 

“What do you mean, fagged out?” I 
asked as | felt my temper rise. “I resent 
that, and furthermore, I’m tired of your 
treating me as though I were your prop- 
erty. We aren’t married, yet, and we 
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Dave was everything that Jimmy was not— 


suave, handsome, mysterious... How could I 


resist him 


may not be if you continue to act this 
way!” I didn’t realize how excited | 
had become. 

“Hey, honey,” Jimmy soothed, “cool 
off. I’m sorry if I said something to 
upset you. I apologize.” 

“There’s no need to apologize.” | 
shouted at him. “I’m tired of your al- 
ways being so thoughtful that way. I 
don’t want to go to that party tomorrow 
and I don’t want to see you, either,” I 
half-cried as I gathered my packages, 
leaped out of the car and ran to the 
house. 

As I slammed the front door I heard 
Jimmy call, “Pauline. Pauline.” But | 
didn’t stop running until I reached my 
room, leaving Mom and Dad sitting in 
the living room wondering what had 
happened. 

I heard Jimmy talking to Dad for a 
moment at the front door, but I wasn’t 
sure what was said. In a little while I 
heard his car start. Then he drove off. 
I threw myself on my bed and cried. So 
this was what I had been building up 
for, a moment when I| could say some- 
thing to make Jimmy go away. For 
good. I was pretty successful. 

All I could think of was that I had 
the freedom that I had been seeking. 
Then why was I crying? I didn’t know. 

Half-exhausted from the long day’s 
trip, I fell asleep lying across the bed. 
When I awakened I thought sadly of 
how badly I had treated Jimmy. He 
hadn’t been responsible. But I knew it 
was for the best. I didn’t know what the 
future held, then, but I felt it would be 
better than the old, routine, sure thing. 

Later that day, when Jimmy came by. 
I told Mother to make an excuse for me. 
anything so I didn’t have to see him. 


Though surprised by my actions, Mom 
agreed, without a question. Jimmy came 
twice that day and again in the evening. 
I wouldn’t see him either time. 

The next day was Christmas and | 
still refused to see him. I continued to 





dodge him until three days later when 
I had to return to work. Then I couldn’t 
avoid him because he came by. 

I felt rather sorry for him when he 
came in, with a rare downcast expres- 
sion on his face. He seemed to light up 
when he saw me. But it faded when I 
acted cold and indifferent. 

“Pauline,” he pleaded, “what’s the 
matter? What have I done? Why are 
you acting this way?” 

“I don’t know, Jimmy,” I said. “May- 
be I’m just tired. I think I need a rest.” 
I really needed a break from his con- 
stancy, but I couldn’t bring myself to 
say it. Instead I suggested, “Jimmy, you 
know how I feel about you. And I know 
how you feel about me. Something has 
happened to me. I don’t know what it 
is so I can’t tell you. But I think that 
we should let our romance cool off for 
awhile.” 

“Suppose we don’t date or see each 
other until after you graduate?” I told 
him as calmly as I could. “Then we can 
decide on our future.” He went limp, 
again. 

“T promise you, Jimmy, there will be 
no one else. I'll wait until you finish 
college. But until then I want to break 
off dating and seeing you so we can be 
sure that we’re really meant for each 
other.” 

Jimmy rolled the thought around in 
his head for a few moments. “We can 
continue to write each other,” I assured 
him. “I simply want us to remain apart 
till you graduate, then we can decide.” 

There really wasn’t anything Jimmy 
could do to change my mind. He knew 
that, so he agreed. “I’m going to miss 
you with all my heart, Pauline.” Jimmy 
said quietly. “It’s going to be doubly 
rough finishing this last semester with 
this on my mind. I can’t change your 
mind so I'll just say, remember, you 
know where to reach me if you need me.” 

Then he kissed me on the cheek and 
quickly departed. A part of me departed 


after the dull dates with Jimmy? 


with him. For a moment, I wanted to 
rush after him, out of pity, tell him that 
I] would marry him then. But I suddenly 
felt a break with the past had come. I 
needed to get out of the rut. 

With Jimmy gone I dived into my 
work as a secretary, beginning early and 
usually staying an hour overtime. My 
boss, Mr. Brown, said he noted the new 
zest I had for my work and proved his 
confidence by giving me a raise. 

With my new found freedom—as | 
called it—I had time on my hands. 
Movies by myself and visits with some 
of my girl friends who had married and 
settled took up some time. To fill up my 
weekends, I would take our neighbor’s 
two children and we would wander all 
over town—to the zoo, on long walks, 
wherever we took a fancy. Anything to 
fill up the time. 

Jimmy used to come home every week- 
end. But now he either stayed on campus 
or spent weekends at the homes of 
friends rather than come to Hensley. 

My answer wasn’t long in coming—if 
I wanted to marry Jimmy or not. About 
the middle of March, a really dashing 
young man came into the office and 
asked for Mr. Brown. His card read: 
“Dave Beamon, salesman, Ancline Steel 
Products.” 

There wasn’t anything “steely” about 
him, I said to myself as I looked up into 
Dave’s handsome face. His skin was 
brown and smooth, and there was a 
bright twinkle in his brown eyes. His 
thick moustache added an air of mystery 
to his charming face. He flashed a smile 
and said: “Hi, I’d like to see Mr. Brown.” 

I was a bit flustered as I announced 
him and he gave my arm a slight pinch 
as I held Mr. Brown’s office door open 
for him to enter. “See you later, honey,” 
he said as he walked swiftly into Mr. 
Brown’s office, said a smart “Good 
morning, Mr. Brown” as though they 
were good old friends. 

(Continued on Page 62) 
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Weall started out harmlessly enough, just an evening 


of fun. but before the evening was over it had turned 


into a horrible nightmare that I will never forget 


IMES I CAN STILL hear the 


it’s late at night, and there’s 
tillness over everything, a si- 
weighs on me like a blanket 

with a kind of futile panic, 
suffocating. I lie there and 
heets and hear, from some- 

in my mind, the piercing 


s clear and as real as they 


My mind is churning, tor- 
shting the thoughts, not want- 


ing to think, and pretty soon I feel the 
sweat begin to dampen my body, and | 
grow cold and know I must remember. 

I didn’t mean to do it. Somehow I 
always feel | must emphasize that—that 
I didn’t mean to do it. It doesn’t do 
any good, nothing can now, but maybe 
if I can make that clear, what I did won’t 
seem quite so bad. 

The doctors here tell me that I need 
to forget. They say that after I have ac- 
cepted in my own mind the enormity of 


my sin, | should be able eventually to 
forget it. But I don’t think I really want 
to forget. When you do the terrible 
thing that I did, you shouldn’t ever for- 
get. You don’t deserve any respite. You 
just lie there in the hospital, day after 
day, and you let the doctors examine 
you, and talk to you, and shake their 
heads over you, and you never let any- 
thing interfere with your remembering. 

And sometimes late at night you hear 


the screams. 
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I tried to foeus but 


kept blurring. 


through the blur. 
two headlights « 


closer and closer 


I can’t remember anything from the 
time it happened until much later when 
I woke up in the hospital. I suppose 
somebody on the highway stopped and 
called the police, and they brought me 
here, but I can’t remember a thing. 

Sometimes when I lie here I think of 
how you can live for years, quietly, like 
everyone else with only minor events, 
and then all of a sudden in one night, in 
one hour, everything can change and 


never again be the way it was. And | 


‘oming 


my eyes 
Then. 


I saw 


think how amazing that is, how unreal. 
But it isn’t, really—it happened to me. 
I was 16, a junior in high school, and 
I lived at home with my parents. In 
school I had my own little group, and 
sometimes on weekends or after school 
we would get together at someone’s 
house or down at the coke shop. . . just 
like lots of other kids. I didn’t go steady, 
but most of the time I dated Sammy, 
who was 17 and one of our group. 


On the evening that changed every- 





thing I was at home doing my home- 
work, and my Mom and Dad were 
getting ready to go out to play bridge 
with some friends. 

“I’m glad you're getting some of that 
homework done,” my Mom said, putting 
on her new white wool coat. “Don’t go 


out anywhere tonight—you kids have 


been out so much lately I’ve been 
worried about your marks.” 

“Oh, Pny doing okay,” I said, watch- 
ing her button up the coat. “But I will 
stay in tonight.” 

“We'd better hurry,” my Dad shouted 
from the front door. “By the time we 
get there it'll just about be time to turn 
around and come back. Why Tom had 
to move all the way out to Oakton I'll 
never know.” 

And then they were gone, and I sat 
there trying to solve algebra problems. 
I'd only been at it for about twenty 
minutes when I heard a car pull up in 
front of my house. I ran over to the 
window and saw that Sammy had bor- 
rowed his father’s car and all the gang 
was in it. 









“C'mon, go for a ride with us,” 
Sammy yelled at me. 

“IT can’t,” I said. “I promised I’d stay 
home and do my homework.” 

“We aren’t going to stay out long,” 
Sammy said. “We all got homework, too. 
Just for a little while though, not more 
than an hour.” 

It took me two seconds to decide. It 
would, after all, only be for a short time. 
I'd be back home I'd 
promised, but as long as I got my home- 
work done, Mom wouldn’t mind. I got 
my coat and hurried out to the car. 

The minute I climbed in my best 
friend Mary handed me a bottle and 
giggled, “Sammy found it in the glove 


in an _ hour. 





compartment. It’s real strong but you 
don’t mind after a while.” 

I drew back instinctively. I'd never 
tasted any liquor before, and after some 
of the things I’d heard about it, I was 
kind of scared. I noticed everybody was 
talking real loud, and | guessed, with 
kind of a shock, that they’d all been 
drinking quite a bit. Even Sammy, who 
was driving, was talking sort of thick. 
For just a minute | thought about get- 
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Your family needs Scotts Emulsion 
..the cod liver oil tonic 


-helps them make a faster recovery from colds 
‘builds them up against catching new ones 


member way back, when you and most everyone took cod liver oil? Mother 
sure it was one of the best ways to build you up and fight off colds. How 
ht she was! Now, your whole family can get 
hese same cod liver oil benefits, without 
old taste. Take new Scott’s Emulsion 
winterize your body against colds. 





New Scott’s Emulsion is rich in cod 

r oil, one of the finest sources of the 

iral A and D vitamins needed to help 
em make a faster recovery from colds 

and to help build them up against 
itching new ones. And Scott’s Emulsion 
homogenized so its full benefits start to 

k right away. 





Tonic Food %, 
Supplement 


So if colds seem to drag you and your 
ily down all winter, start today to take 
Scott’s Emulsion, the cod liver oil tonic. 


Scott's Emulsion 
. . . Specially made to winterize your body against colds! 





Now in two forms: 
Better tasting liquid or 
New tasteless capsules 








ting out of the car, but then I figured, 
“These are all my friends, my gang. I’m 
part of all this. I might as well drink 
some too. If they’re all doing it, it can’t 
be that bad.” 

So I took a long gulp of the white-hot 
liquid, and my throat felt as if it had 
been seared. I gasped and choked and 
started to get out of the car, but Mary 
put her hand on my arm and said, “It’s 
pretty bad the first sip. Take another 
drink, not so much this time. You won't 
mind it then.” 

So I took another sip and it seemed to 
go down more smoothly and after that | 
didn’t think about getting out. 

We drove around town for a while, up 
one street and down another, and then 
someone suggested that we go out to a 
little place called The Cabin, out on the 
highway. None of us had ever been 
there—it wasn’t the kind of place we 
would go—but tonight everyone started 
yelling, “Yeah, let’s go!” and it seemed 
like a brilliant idea to me. 
steered onto the highway. 

When we got there, the place was 
crowded and filled with smoke. We 
found a table and sat around listening 
to the combo. 

I don’t know what time we got there, 
and once we were inside the time seemed 
to pass even faster, so that when we 
finally left, it was after midnight. We'd 
been drinking while we were there, and 


Sammy 


outside I was so dizzy I could hardly 
stand up. 

“Let’s drive up to Oakton,” Sammy 
said. “I don’t feel like going home yet. 
We can just drive up there and then 
come back.” 

We all agreed and climbed in the car, 
and Sammy took off with squealing tires 
and roaring motor. Out on the highway 
I had a sudden idea. 

“Can I drive?” I asked, then added as 
Sammy roared with laughter, “I’m a 
good driver. Dad’s been giving me les- 
sons and he says I’m better than most of 
the teenagers around here.” Actually | 
had only been behind the wheel three 
times, and those times had all been on 
quiet roads off the main streets in town, 
where there was very little traffic. But 
now, with the drinks in me, I felt as if I 
could very easily drive on the highway. 
“There’s really nothing to it,” I thought, 
“T can handle the car, it'll be easy.” 

“Hey,” Sammy was yelling, “let’s see 


if she can. Let’s (Continued on Page 64) 











‘| Gourmet Tricks 
: With 
: Vegetables 













Vegetable parade. A glorious colorful array of fresh green 
_ $rden vegetables, available all year round, for eating and 
appeasing the appetites of every person—gourmet or not. 








HERE IS almost no end to the wide 
variety of dishes a good cook can 
turn out using just basic garden vege- 
tables. With a little skill and a little in- 
genuity, a simple vegetable dish can be 
transformed into a gourmet’s delight. 

Very few people realize that most of 
the more than 50 vegetables we know 
and use in this country today appeared 
on the tables of the ancients centuries 
before the Christian era. Many of them 
are among the oldest food plants cul- 
tivated by man, and can be traced as far 
back as the Bronze Age, some 5,000 
years ago. 

Today these same vegetables can be 
dressed up and given a new look. Broc- 
coli becomes something different when 
it is cooked in cheese custard, not only 
given a new look but even a new taste, 
a delicate lemon flavor from the custard. 
Acorn squash, baked with pineapple, 
cranberry sauce and black walnuts, gets 
a new twist. Even tomatoes can be 
dressed up, with cheese and onion slices, 
to make a new gourmet dish. Almost 
any vegetable worth cooking can be 
given a face-lift—and a taste-lift. Recipes 
not listed on the following pages can 
be found on page 61. 





























ssels sprouts. These can be tasty when boiled in 
water, placed in casserole and topped with 
butter and parsley sauce with lemon. 


iled tomatoes and onion slices, with cheese. 
reat that is easily prepared, broiled toma- 
ped with cheese and onion slices is perfect. 


Stuffed mushrooms with shrimp. Delightful as a main dish, 
stuffed mushrooms has a delicate flavor, is an easily prepared 
combination of mushrooms, onion, pepper, celery and shrimp. 
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Asparagus pie. This (above) is a delightful main dish, a modern combination of foods known since pre-Biblical times, including 
instant whole wheat cereal, eggs, cheese, milk, and asparagus. Nutritious as well as tasty, it can be served with mushroom sauce. 


Tomato-cheese pie. This savory pie (left) is borrowed 
from the Italian school of cookery——they call their version 
“pizza.” Perfect for Lenten meals, it can be topped with 
mushrooms, anchovies or sardines, served with green salad. 


Baked acorn squash surprise. Acorn squash (above) has a mild, delicate flavor, is one 
of the few popular vegetables of today that is native to America. Squash is halved and 
centers are filled with pineapple, cranberry sauce, graham cracker crumbs and walnuts. 
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FINGERNAILS 


OF THE most important, and 
yst often neglected, assets of a 
ful woman is her hands. Beautiful 
an make a plain woman attrac- 

uncared for hands, with split 
ged fingernails, can detract from 
iutiful woman. Nowadays, any 
can have beautiful hands and 
iils with practically no time or 

By taking one envelope of un- 
1 gelatine each day in a beverage 

for about 90 days, fragile, split 
\ipped fingernails can be greatly 


thened and improved. 





p fingernails neat and attractive, 
yuld be filed with emery board. The 

ige should be used to shape the 
eginning with thumb of right hand. 








Unflavored gelatine can be taken in morning glass of orange juice or in milk, 
eggnog, any fruit or vegetable juice, or just water. It can also be taken in 
broths, bouillons, or soups at luncheon or supper. Gelatine is softened, but 
does not dissolve in cold liquid. When heated with broth, the gelatine dissolves. 





Covered orange stick can be used to push  Fingernails should be polished regularly. 
back cuticles. After each nail on the hand A base coat should be applied first, then 
has been completed, the entire hand should two coats of polish and a sealer. Color 
be put to soak in bowl of warm soapy water. should be determined by taste, skin tone. 
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OR THE WOMAN with problem 

fingernails—ugly split, chipped or 
ragged nails— a beautiful hand is as 
near as her nearest store and as inex- 
pensive as about five cents a day—the 
cost of an envelope of unflavored gela- 
tine. Medical science has proven that an 
envelope of unflavored gelatine used 
daily for approximately 90 days (the 
time it generally takes a nail to grow) is 
effective for 7 out of 10 people. 

The gelatine can be taken in the morn- 
ing or at night, in fruit juice or milk, 
or in broths or soups. Or, you can just 
take it in a glass of water. Simply empty 
the envelope amount into %4 glass of 
fruit or vegetable juice, stir and drink. 
Served in cold liquid, the gelatine gran- 
ules are softened but do not dissolve. 

For bouillon, sprinkle the envelope 
amount on 14 cup cold water to soften, 
add 1 bouillon cube and 34 cup boiling 
water and stir until gelatine is dissolved. 
Or, sprinkle the envelope of gelatine on 
%4 cup cold broth to soften, and heat 
to serving temperature, stirring until it 
is dissolved. 

Once your fingernails have become 
longer and less brittle and fragile, your 
good grooming steps should not be 
neglected. Regular manicures should be 
a necessity, given either by yourself or 
by a good beautician. 

The appearance of your hands is as 
important as your hair style or your 
dress, and lovely well-groomed hands 
are a necessity, whether you're a house- 
wife, student or career girl. You’d be 
surprised how often you are judged by 
the appearance of your hands. 


With the proper gelatine diet and regular mani- 
cure care, anybody can have lovely fingernails. They 
help in good grooming and are easier to work with 
during the daily activity. Hands are always on dis- 
play, give indication of woman’s grooming care. 
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NADINOLA 


SeSLate 
Bbeaotsiieg Craam 


SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY HALF-PRICE SALE! 


Get $2 worth of NADINOLA’S amazing 
beauty benefits for just $1 


Biggest beauty value you ever 
saw! This sensational half-price 
sale is to introduce a new family- 
ize jar of NapinoLa DeLuxe 
Bleaching Cream, containing 
enough of this famous complexion- 
clearing cream to last three persons 
1t least a month! (Or one person 
at least three months!) 


Yours now for half price! Think 
»f it, during this introductory 
period only, you can buy this big, 
family-size $2 jar of NADINOLA De- 
Luxe for just $1. 


Chase away those bad-com- 
plexion blues! Don’t let dull, 
dark skin rob you of romance. 
Don’t let oiliness, which helps 
ause blackheads, cheat you of 


NADINOLA 


DeLuxe Bieaching Cream 


A special non-oily formula with 
wonder-working A-M. Guaranteed to 
improve yourcomplexion or money back. 


charm. Don’t let a poor complexion 
make you look lots older than you 
are. Try NADINOLA Deluxe and 
see your skin become lovelier fast! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable complexion-clear- 
ing ingredient enables NADINOLA 
DeLuxe to penetrate the skin cells 
—to work within the skin to cleanse 
and clear, brighten and lighten, 
smooth and soften. Nothing will 
improve your skin faster, in more 
different ways. 


Nadinola is guaranteed to 
please you or your money back! 
So even at half price you don’t risk 
a penny! So don’t delay—get yours 
right away—a $2 jar for $1. 
NaDINOLA, Chattanooga, Tenn. 


Teen-Agers, too — 

NADINOLA DeLuxe 
with A-M is especially 
effective for teen-age 
complexion troubles 
—a real boon to sen- 
sitive boys and girls. 








Child Care: 


Children Need 
Their Families 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 





je. I am at my wits end try. 

ing to figure out how I can keep 
my children from running the streets 
with gangs and stay out of trouble. | 
don’t want to make sissies or mamma’; 
boys out of them, but I don’t want them 
in trouble.” Mrs. Robinson, an attrac. 
tive, youngish-looking matron, showed 
signs of strain and nervous tension. | 
hastened to assure her that not all chil. 
dren were bad or potential delinquents 
and that much group or “gang” activity, 
if properly channeled and supervised 
was indeed healthful. 

“The key to your problem,” I told her, 
“is in your own family. You and your 
husband have lost sight of the fact that 
the child who feels a strong sense of 
family unity is seldom seen in juvenile 
court.” 

I went on, “We have recently heard 
a great deal about togetherness, but it 
isn’t trite to say that, with the great 
world tension and insecurity. a growing 
child needs most desperately to feel a 
sense of security in his home life.” This 
comes about most naturally when chil- 
dren feel that “we” are a unit. It is not 
important what goes on outside their 
family unit if all is well there. 

The child who feels close to his par 
ents is able to confide in them without 
fear of ridicule or misunderstanding. A 
feeling of warmth and trust exists which 
breaks the natural barriers of age dif- 
ference. Evenings around the card table, 
doing home work together, playing 
games such as rummy or hearts, scrab- 
ble, monopoly or old maid, or playing 
ping-pong or pool in the basement or at 
the neighborhood Y can be the begin- 
ning of learning good sportsmanship, 
developing a sense of humor, and know 
ing how to lose as well as win in the 
game of lifemanship. 

It has been said that the family that 
“prays together, stays together.” It is like 
wise true that the family that “plays te 


| gether, laughs together” and laughter 


indispensable to a balanced and healthy 


| child. 
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HIGH STYLES FOR 


- THE younger teenager—the sub- 


teen—the problem of finding flatter- 
ing and youthful styles has always been 
a great one. Until recently young teen- 
agers had to be content with either a too 
young style—a children’s style in a 
larger size—or a regular teen style— 
one that fit neither their beginning-to- 
mature figures nor their particular per- 
sonalities. But now the subteen has a 
size and style all her own, to complement 
her own distinct personality. The cotton 
silk plaid shown on this page has scal- 
loped velvet cummerbund, velvet piping 
at the collar, and soft unpressed pleats. 
It comes in black, grey and white plaid, 
and red, grey and white plaid, in sizes 
8-14. Retail price: about $13. 
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shion” dress (above) in polished cotton has sweetheart neckline 
nmerbund of contrasting fabric. Split tunic covers gathered 
ymes in wedgewood green, beige. Sizes 8-14. About $11. 


ess (right) of wash and wear cotton has double butterfly 
)f white eyelet, boat neckline and gathered mid-riff. Comes in 
coral and moss green. Sizes 8-14. Retail price: about $9. 


. eee STYLES are being designed 
in the newest colors and prints, and 
show the influence of all the latest fash- 
ion trends. Bright with color, they come 
in dressy silks and practical cottons, and 
are accented with laces and velvets. 
For the young miss whose fashion 
awareness is just beginning to develop 
these styles are the answer to a dream. 
They can turn a dull party into a magic 
evening, and give the young subteen 
poise and confidence. All of the dresses 
shown on these pages are from the Bon- 


nie Blair line of Cinderella Dresses. 
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Party dress (right) is the fine silk look in cotton in a true leopard 
print. Dress is sleeveless, has a cowl neck, pleated midriff. 
Fashionable high-point is unusual X-effect at the waist across 
cummerbund. Comes in leopard and jade. Sizes 8-14. About $11. 
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Sleeveless nylon party dress (above) has scalloped lace bodice 
and illusion yoke. Skirt is of filmy bouffant nylon, narrow band 
a@ waist has small bow in front. Comes in shocking pink and 
avocado green shade. Subteen sizes 8-14. About $11. 





Cotton sateen party dress (right) has interesting neckline edged 
with lace. The long dress torso is accented with a lace band and 
bow. Skirt is of unpressed pleats. Dress comes in beige and 
bone shades. Subteen sizes 8-14. Retail price: about $11. AAA Aa» 
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Longer hair a now be yours 
... nere is you 
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HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER suden 

drinki 

* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! he 

* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! ‘It 
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* Helps protect hair from moisture, a 

dryness and dandruff! can’t s 
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Look for Raveen at your favorite wouldn’ 

drug store or cosmetic counter ,; a 
You’ll generally find New RAVEEN * 

—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hoir prepara- : HE 

tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN display box. 

And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- y . home 

mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit . about it 

your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. tS girl. Ou 

If you can’t find New RAV EEN ~ us: sens But som 

$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and 15 for postage) to: SUPREME Marsha 

PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 5, Illinois. We'll ship your New . 

RAVEEN to you at once, postpaid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. “She’s 

Attention Dealers—; your wholesoler has not yet stocked she said 

New RAVEEN, send us his name and address ond we'll see that he gets some in \lice, a 

at once. other gil 

Money Back Guarantee _,., must be completely hall that 

satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN . . . or send the “Mars 

unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought Jimmie 

it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. a 4 

SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. - 1808 S. Michigan Ave.» Chicago 16, IIL ~_ 
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I Made My Son A Killer 


(Continued from Page 29) 


home a tale about some of the nursing 
students slipping out on late dates, having 
drinking parties, and smoking. “Some of 
the girls do those things but I know 
Marsha wouldn’t.” 

“J think she does them. If she doesn’t, 
she’s the first one to tell on the others,” he 
said. “She’s no good and never was. I 
can’t stand her.” 

It worried me for him to feel that way. 
Whenever they came home together there 
was a constant quarreling and friction for 
the whole week end. Much as I hated hav- 


ing them both away from home it was a 
relief to have them leave again. 
I thought maybe Jimmie was working 


too hard. If he’d come back home and help 
on the farm it would be easier for him. 
And we’d have him with us. 

“T couldn’t stand living on the farm, 
Mom,” he said when I mentioned it. “Be- 
sides, this place wouldn’t support us three 
and give Marsha the money she wants.” 

“] think the factory work is too hard for 
you,” I insisted. “Why don’t you take some 
time off, then, and come home and rest.” 

“Couldn’t do it. You don’t get time off 
when you work a factory unless the 
place shuts down. I go fishing week ends 
when I don’t come down here. So I get a 
change.” 

“The way you fish isn’t a rest, though,” 
Ed put in. “Your mother is right. You do 
need a rest. You’re thin.” 

“T feel fine,” he said, and changed the 
subject. 

I asked him several times about girls. I 
didn’t want him to get married. Marsha 
went with boys now and then, but she 
declared she wasn’t going to get married 
ever. I kind of hoped she would. My 
sister had two grandchildren and I wanted 
at least one. 

If Jimmie married, though, he probably 
wouldn’t be able to help Marsha so it 
would be much better if he didn’t, until 
she was out of nursing school. 


THE FIRST time he brought a girl 

home I knew he was at least thinking 
about it. Alice Lawson was a nice enough 
girl. Quiet, nice looking, and polite to me. 
But somehow I didn’t like her. Neither did 
Marsha. 

“She’s out to get Jimmie to marry her.” 
she said, the first time I asked her about 
Alice. “Jimmie’s had lots of fun with the 
other girls he’s dated but Alice won’t play 
ball that way. He'll have to marry her.” 
“Marsha, that’s no way to talk about 
Jimmie. I’m sure he has always treated 
irls like a gentleman.” 

“Depends on the definition of gentleman. 
Mom,” she shrugged. “You can’t be such 
an innocent as all that. Jimmie is no angel 


and never has been. Actually, even though 
I don’t like her, Alice is much too good fo1 
little Jimmie boy.” 

I was more put out with Marsha than |] 
could ever remember. She saw so much at 
that hospital, she was beginning to think 
bad things about her own brother. 

I wasn’t surprised when 
brought Alice home and said they 
married. But I sure wasn’t happy about 
it. Marsha was in her last year at the 
hospital and it was taking more and more 
money, and if Jimmie couldn’t give it to 
her I didn’t know where it would come 


Jimmie 
were 


too 


from. 
I cried. I couldn’t help it. I knew 
upset Alice, so I tried to assure her it 


wasn’t because I didn’t like her. 

“T just hate to think of Jimmie married.” 
I told her. “He seems like such a boy to 
me.” 

She smiled. “He’s twenty-four years old. 
That’s hardly a boy.” 

“Tt is to a mother,” I explained. “If you 
ever have children you'll understand that.” 

“T hope to have children some day,” she 
sounded wistful. “But Ill have to change 
Jimmie a lot first. He says he will never 
have children. Why is he so against 
girls?” 

“T don’t think he is. Men are like that. 
Once you have a baby and he gets used to 
the idea, he’ll make a fine father.” 

“Maybe.” she said. “But it takes two 
and if he refuses to be one of the two 
there’s not much I can do about it.” 

When they’d been married two years 
and no baby I brought the subject up. I'd 
accepted Alice and their marriage. Marsha 
was out of nursing school and working so 
she didn’t need Jimmie’s help any more. 
It was about time I had a grandchild and 
I told them so. 

“T’d love to give you a grandchild,” Alice 
said. “But Jimmie doesn’t want children.” 

“He’d love them, 
Wouldn’t you, Jimmie?” I said. 

“T sure wouldn’t.” he said. “It wouldn't 
be so bad if it was a boy. But I'd sure hate 
to have a girl. It would be just my luck to 


once they were here. 


have a girl who turned out to be like 
Marsha. I couldn’t stand that.” 
“What’s wrong with Marsha?” I asked. 


“She’s a fine nurse and a very attractive 


girl. Just because you two have never been 
real close doesn’t mean you have to find 
fault with her all the time. After all. she’s 


your sister.” 

“How well I know!” he said. “If I had a 
daughter like her . . . I don’t know what 
I'd do.” 


I suggested to Alice. when we were 


alone, that she go on and have a baby. 
“IT know Jimmie would love it. once it was 
here.” 








Glamorous—Instantly wonderful 







HAIR-DO’S.:: 


Humania has the hair-do you need... for the hair 
style you want...ata price that you can afford. 
ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE BASIS 
You have choice of shades; black, off-black, dark-brown. 








BOB WIG—1460 
Miss Personality 
Attractive. Part 
either side or 
center. .... 24.50 
Mixed grey 29.50 





CONTE. Italian 
cut WIG 6000. GLAMOUR. Clus- 
Very smart. Nat- ter curl, Covers 
ural looking entire head. 
a 29.75 Made onece 
Mixed arey 34.95 heavy. .... 


% a grey 13. 3 
e 
Braided Side Puffs 


No. 106. Two at- erg ae cae 
tractiveclusters "C"’ NOS Myton 
at the price of "et. Only 2.75 
one. 3.95 Mixed grey 3.75 
head. ...... 17.50 Mixed grey 4.95 Compare the quality 
Mixed grey 22.50 and the low cost of Humania Hair Do's. 
Write today for 48 page HUMANIA 
FREE booklet, a colorful collection of new 
hair styles. 


HUMANIA HAIR CO 


Half Wig. 3105 
Has curled bang 
in front of nat- 
ural looking part. 
Covers entire 


#.T-3 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N.Y. 





om Spring newcomer is — smartly 
ed ‘*Mitzi’’ in bla patent 

+. Both pa pointed- 

Other styles 


Widths 
c-D-E 


All sizes 
Sto 12 


Money back guar. 
WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 








\hane 
Play Right Away! 


ANY gilt 


Now it’s EASY to learn ANY INSTRUMENT—even if 
you don’t know a single note now. _No boring queveleee 
You start playing delightful little pleces RIGHT AY— 
from very first lesson! Properly—by note. Simple x. x ‘B- Cc. 
You make amazing progress—at home, in spare time, with- 
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She sighed. “It still takes two and 
Jimmie absolutely refuses.” 

| had never been able to talk about sex 
und even coming this close was embar- 
rassing for me. I couldn’t sympathize with 
her. As long as she and Jimmie were mar- 
ried. there was the chance of a baby and 
[ had never known a man could refuse to 
be part of it. Any precautions we had 
taken, when there was no escaping that 
side of marriage, I’d had to take. How had 
Jimmie learned to be like this? 

[ tried to tell myself Alice didn’t really 


want a baby but I knew it wasn’t true. 
Her face got all soft and longing when 


she saw a baby. Then, when they’d been 
married a little over four years she wrote 
me she was going to have a baby and I 
was overjoyed. She sounded happy but 
there was a worry underneath her letter 
ind I was anxious for them to come for a 
visit so I could find out what it was. 

She looked worried, when they came. I 
kissed Jimmie and teased him about going 
to be a father and his face clouded over. 

“I'd rather cut my throat than have it 


happen,” he said. “But the doctor said it 
was either that or Alice would have to have 
an operation and he insisted having a baby 


was the best thing. Frankly, I think she 
put him up to it.” 

‘Jimmie!” I chided. “That’s no way to 
act. All married couples should have chil- 
dren. Think of how nice it will be.” 

“T can’t see anything nice about it. Alice 
has to quit work and it will sure be hard 


living on what I make.” 

‘Other couples do,” Alice spoke up. “If 
you would cut down on your fishing and 
hunting we would get along beautifully. 
[he baby won’t cost as much to get here 


as that dog you bought last week did.” 

“There you go,” Jimmie complained. 
‘She doesn’t want me to do anything, Mom. 
I’m supposed to work all day and sit 
around all night and week ends, doing 
nothing. Every time I go fishing or hunting 
she throws a fit. A man.has to have some- 
thing besides working all the time.” 

“] think everyone should have a hobby.” 
I said 

[ don’t object to a hobby.” Alice said. 

‘T wouldn’t even object to the fishing and 
hunting if he kept it on a level he could 
afford. Instead he goes for all that expen- 
sive stuff, races away as soon as he gets off 


work on Friday and comes home late Sun- 
day, tired, half sick and not fit to live with 
because he’s so crabby. Takes him two or 


three days to get over it and then he’s 
planning the next weekend.” 

“You're wrapped up in that baby so why 
shouldn’t I go some place else?” Jimmie 
wanted to know. “You're the one who 
wanted it, I didn’t.” 

[ hated to hear them quarreling. I 
couldn't side with Alice against my own 
son. And after all, a man did need a 
hobby. Maybe she exaggerated how much 
time he spent. 


5? 


“ 


HEN BETTY was born and I was sure 

everything would be all right. She was 
such a beautiful little baby Jimmie would 
adore her. I could hardly wait for their 
visits every other weekend. 

“T never had a chance to spoil my own 
babies but I sure want to spoil Betty,” I 
told Alice, holding the baby and crooning 
over her when they came down to visit for 
a week when Betty was about six months 
old. The factory was off for a week. 

“T don’t want her spoiled,” Alice said. 
“We have to live with her and she has to 
learn other people have rights, too.” 

“She’s only a baby. You can’t expect to 
teach her things at her age.” 

“She can begin to learn. She won’t stay 
a baby and I sure don’t want another 
spoiled brat around,” Alice said. 

“She’s throwing that at me as usual,” 
Jimmie said. “She’s always going on about 
how spoiled I am. Just because I won’t sit 
at home and twiddle my thumbs all the 
time and because I don’t think the baby is 
the most wonderful thing that ever hap- 
pened.” 

“Well, I do.” I told him. “She’s a beau- 
tiful baby. Aren’t you proud of her?” 

“IT am not. She already looks just like 
Marsha and she’ll grow up to be just like 
her. I knew it would work out that way. 
I always have the worst luck.” 

Betty did look a little like Marsha. 
Jimmie and Marsha both had dark eyes 
and light brown complexions so it wasn’t 
surprising. I worried about the way Jimmie 
felt but I kept telling myself it was natural. 
He was just a little boy at heart and he 
was probably jealous of Betty in a little 
boy way and it would be different when she 
got older. 

Then Alice went back to work and I 
thought it was terrible. She said it was 
because Jimmie insisted and wouldn’t even 
speak to her until she agreed but I was 
sure she wanted to do it. How she could 
leave Betty with someone else, even her 
own mother. was beyond me. 

I was glad when she told me she was 
pregnant again. “I told you it would be 
different when you had a baby,” I told her. 
“Tl bet Jimmie is glad.” 

“Jimmie is furious,” she told me. “He 
even claimed it wasn’t his. I told him he 
could have blood tests made when it gets 
here if he wants. Whatever Jimmie has 
done, I’ve never even looked at another 
man since we started going together.” 

“He doesn’t really mean it that way. It 
was probably a shock to him and he does 
worry about meeting expenses.” 

“He worries about having enough for all 
the things he wants in addition to paying 
what bills he can’t get out of.” Alice said. 
“T’ll have enough saved to pay for the baby 
before I quit. I had to pay for Betty before 
I could put anything on the other bills and 
save for this.” 

“At least Jimmie just hunts and fishes. 
It isn’t like having him run around with 
other women. Henry. Marsha’s husband, 


does, you know. Marsha is just sick over 
hd 

Marsha had married two years before 
and now she was on the verge of divorce 
and nervous breakdown. Henry ran around 
with other women and even drank. Much 
as I shrank from divorce I had advised her 
to leave him and file for one. 

“T wish I was as sure Jimmie doesn’t as 
you are. ” Alice said. “I’ve been told he 
does.” 

“I know Jimmie wouldn’t do anything 
like that.” I told her. “He'll be all right, 
once you quit for the other baby. He'll 
worry over expenses, of course, but men 
do.” 

“I won't go back to work this time no 
matter what he does,” Alice said. “Mother 
isn’t too well and she'll keep on taking care 
of Betty until I quit. They said I could 
work up to seven and half months if I feel 
all right. I won’t go back to work and 
leave the two of them with a stranger, 
though.” 

I sure didn’t blame her for that. Jimmie 
wouldn’t want her to, either. I was sure 
of that. 

Jimmie wasn’t happy about the new 
baby, though, even when it was a boy. 
They named him Greg and Jimmie ac- 
cepted Alice’s refusal to go back to work 
but he never talked about the babies, or 
showed us pictures of them when they 
came. 

I had to admit Alice was right about 
some things and Jimmie’s feelings for the 
babies was one of those things. He sure 
didn’t act like a father. Even Ed had been 
different. Whatever our own differences 
had been, Ed had been crazy about the 
babies and it was only when Jimmie got 
older that Ed seemed to pick on him so 
much. 

Now I couldn’t help the feeling that kept 
coming back to me. The feeling that 
maybe Ed had been right. Maybe I had 
spoiled Jimmie and Marsha. Maybe I 
hadn’t taught them responsibilities. I had 
meant well, though. I’d wanted them to 
have everything. Wanted them to have fun 
and not worry or work like I had to. 

Now it seemed so hard for Jimmie to 
face responsibilities. I knew he spent far 
more than he should for his fishing and 
hunting and it worried me. I even tried to 
talk to him when Alice asked me to. Betty 
was four. then, and Greg two. 

“Don’t you start picking on me, too, 
Mom.” Jimmie said, when I tried to talk 
to him about being away from home so 
much and spending so much money when 
their expenses and bills kept mounting. 
“T have to have something besides working 
all day, every day. Alice has her babies. 
She wanted them, I didn’t. I pay the gro- 
cery bill and keep a roof over their heads. 
What more does she want? She could go 
back to work and help out, if she wants 
so much.” 

“The babies need her at home,” I told 
him. “I know you don’t want her to work 
and leave them with someone else.” 
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“Other women work and help their hus- 
bands out. It takes two salaries now- 
adays.”” 

“Not if you cut corners and budget your 
money,” I told him. It seemed to me he 
made a big salary and they should be able 
to meet expenses and even save some. 

“You’re just like Alice. Expecting me 

to give up everything. I’m entitled to 
something after slaving in that factory all 
week. I thought I could always count on 
you to understand.” 
’ SoI quit talking to him about it. Jimmie 
was my boy and his almost childlike charm 
was one of the things I loved most about 
him. I didn’t want to hurt him or make 
him turn against me. 


HEN ALICE came to me with a new 

worry. Jimmie began to make a fuss 
over Greg some and seemed proud of him. 
But he didn’t and never had made over 
Betty and now Alice was complaining be- 
eause he was so unreasonable about Betty 
and had even threatened her. 

“He has her mixed up in his mind with 
Marsha,” Alice said. “If he could only 
understand. Maybe if you talked to him, 
he would see Betty as she is, and forget 
about blaming her for everything Marsha 
ever did to him.” 

“Jimmie never was reasonable about 
Marsha.- He was jealous of her when she 
was born and I guess he never got over 
it.” I knew, now, that I should have helped 
him get over it. It was my job to. “I’m 
sure he doesn’t really hate her and cer- 
tainly he doesn’t hate his own daughter. I 
don’t think you’re fair to Jimmie. You ex- 
pect too much.” 

“Is it expecting too much to expect him 
to grow up? To act and think like a mar- 
ried man with two children to support? 
That’s all I expect. It’s about time he 
began to grow up.” 

“Jimmie will always be like a little boy 
in a lot of ways,” I told her. 

“Too much like a little boy. He acts like 
he’s jealous of Betty. He even complained 
the other night because he thought she had 
more ice cream than he did.” 

I laughed. “He was teasing, of course. 
You just don’t understand Jimmie.” 

“Maybe not,” she sighed. “But I know 
one thing. Something terrible is going to 
happen if something isn’t done. If you 
would only talk to him it might do some 
good. He would listen to you because he’s 
afraid of you.” 

That made me mad. “Jimmie certainly 
isn’t afraid of me! Why should he be? I’m 
his mother. I love him. Just as he is. He 
knows that. He knows I don’t want to 
change him at all. You’re just not fair 
to him, Alice.” 

She sighed. “If you won't help .. . I 
don’t know who to turn to. I’d take the 
children and go home to Mother but she 
isn’t well. She has to have an operation in 
another month or so. Besides, I’m afraid 
of Jimmie. Afraid of what he’d do to me 
o to Betty.” 
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“Now you’re acting childish,” I told her. 
“You just haven’t given marriage a chance, 


Alice. You want everything your way and 
when you don’t get it you’re ready to blame 
everything on Jimmie. You complain about 
him hunting and fishing. What if you had 
to put up with something like Marsha did? 
She had reason to get a divorce. You 
don’t 

She didn’t say any more. I felt sorry for 


Alice was so unreasonable about 
things. Even accusing Jimmie of threat- 
ening Betty. Jimmie told me about that, 
when I asked him. I waited until Alice 
vas out of the house. 

“She won’t let me near those children 
if she can help it,” Jimmie said. “Keeps 


Jimmie 


preaching to them against me and won’t let 
me correct them when they do something 
wrong. She’s making a real brat out of 


that Betty. Puts her up to sassing me, and 
even making faces at me behind my back. 
You have no idea what it’s like, to have 
something like that going on day in and 
day out. I have to get away week ends, or 
I’d go crazy. I work all week, and give her 
all I make except just a little spending 
money but she isn’t satisfied. You ought 
to talk to her. Tell her I do the best I can 
und she ought to appreciate it.” 

[ agreed. After all, what did Alice ex- 
pect? For Jimmie to give her every cent 
and not have any spending money at all? 
For him to stay at home and work the 
entire weekend after working as hard as 
he did through the week? 

Betty and Greg were Jimmie’s children, 
too, and she had no right to try to turn 
them against him. I tried to tell her that. 

She sighed, “It’s no use talking to you. 
You see Jimmie one way and I see him 
another. I only hope you never have to see 
him as he really is. I don’t turn the 
children against him. Betty is five years 
old, or will be in a few weeks. She’s old 
enough to understand when he tells her to 
shut up or he’ll knock her teeth down her 
throat. Or when he starts after her with a 
stick as big as her arm, as he did last 
week. If he ever hits her with something 
like that I'll have him arrested.” 

“He wouldn’t hurt her. I know that. 
Probably she did something and needed 
to be punished and he was only going to 
spank her.” 

“With a stick three feet long and two 
inches through?” Alice said. “All she did 
was move slower than he thought she 
should when he yelled for her to turn off 
the water.” 

“Well, I think you’re being unreasonable 


and Jimmie has a right to correct the 
children when they misbehave. I know 
he isn’t the monster you try to make him.” 

She didn’t say any more. Usually they 
came down every two weeks but a month 
went by and they didn’t come back. 


Jimmie was never one to write but Alice 
had written regularly twice a week ever 
since they got married. 

I only had two letters that whole month 
and they were short and mostly about the 
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children. What they were doing and how 
excited Betty was about starting to kinder- 
garten. 


HEN ONE NIGHT just before dark 

Jimmie drove in and I knew the minute 
I saw his face that something was wrong. 
My first thought was the children. Some- 
thing had happened to them. I ran out to 
the car, where he was standing as if he 
wasn’t sure what to do. 

The car was loaded with boxes and 
fishing things and guns. I stood there a 
moment, waiting for him to speak. Then 
I prompted, “What is it, Jimmie? Is some- 
thing wrong?” 

He shook his head. “Alice left me. Put 
me right out in the street. She threatened 
it but I didn’t believe her. I never thought 
she’d do it. But I'll get even with her. T’ll 
make her pay for it. Her and that stinking 
Marsha and Betty. I'll make them all pay. 
She just put me out and filed for divorce 
without any reason whatever. She can’t do 
that, can she Mom?” 

My heart ached for him. He looked so 
lost and alone and just like the little boy 
Jimmie when something had gone wrong 
when he was little. I put my arms around 
him and led him into the house, murmur- 
ing to him like I always had. 

“Tt’s all right, Jimmie. Alice had no 
right to do this to you. Don’t you worry. 
We'll take care of it. We’ll make her come 
back and bring the children and then 
everything will be all right. Don’t you 
worry so much over it. You don’t want to 
make yourself sick.” 

He pushed away from me. “I’m not sick. 
I’m perfectly all right. Alice kept harping 
on that. ‘You’re sick!’ she kept saying— 
enough to drive anyone crazy. I don’t 
think I want her back. All she does is fuss 
and never a good word about me. Turns 
the children against me. Especially that 
brat of a Betty.” 

He was so upset I didn’t say anything 
that would make him worse. I agreed with 
everything he said, while I fixed him some 
supper and made him eat it. When Ed 
came in from the chores Jimmie told him 
the whole thing over again. 

“What did you do to bring it on?” Ed 
wanted to know. 

“I didn’t do anything!” Jimmie de- 
clared. “I’ve always done what I should. 
Always been good to Alice and tried to be 
good to the children, but she wouldn’t let 
me. She didn’t want me to have anything 
to do with the children, especially Betty. 
Turned them against me.” 

“T don’t think Alice would do anything 
like that,” Ed said, his voice half-muffled 
in the towel as he dried his face. “She 
wouldn’t turn your children against you. 
She wouldn’t put you out and file for 
divorce without any reason, either.” 

“Well, that’s what she did!” Jimmie was 
getting worked up again after I'd got him 
quieted. “She had no reason in the world 
to do it. I'll get even with her. I'll make 





her sorry. Her and that Betty. It’s mostly 
Betty’s fault. If she wasn’t such a brat, 
always making me miss out on things be- 
cause she wants everything her way. . . 
She’s been like that all her life. Everything 
I ever wanted, she saw to it I didn’t get 
nu” 

Jimmie was so upset he didn’t know 
what he was saying. I managed to get Ed 
into the other room and told him to keep 
still and not upset Jimmie any more. “It’s 
bad enough to have Alice do it to him” | 
said. “You don’t have to make him think 
it’s his fault.” 

“It’s probably more his fault than hers,” 
Ed said. “I’ve been hearing things for 
over a year about Jimmie and they weren’t 
good. He’s spoiled rotten and always has 
been. I think Alice was right when she 
said he was sick. Someone ought to 
straighten him out.” 

Inside there was the nagging remem- 
brance of the things Alice had said. topped 
with the way he was mixing Betty and 
Marsha up now. But I wouldn’t listen. 
Jimmie wasn’t sick. Not the way Alice 
meant. He was just hurt and upset over 
what she had done to him. I insisted Ed 
leave him alone. 

“Tf you have to blame him, then wait 
until he’s more settled. Not so hurt and 
confused about the whole thing.” I in- 
sisted. Then I went back to the kitchen to 
coax Jimmie to eat. 

He finally quieted down and went to bed 
and so did Ed and I. I wouldn’t let Ed talk 
about it. He kept insisting we should see 
Alice and find out what had happened, 
then try to do something for them and 
make Jimmie see a doctor. 

“You’re as bad as she is,” I told him in 
exasperation. “You’re as much as saying 
there is something wrong with Jimmie’s 
mind.” 

“I’m not sure there isn’t,” Ed said. “He 
has never grown up. Never learned to 
shoulder any kind of responsibility and 
certainly he isn’t a normal father.” 

“He’s just a boy at heart. Lots of men 
are. Does that make him mentally ill, just 
because he stays young?” 

“Maybe,” Ed said, shrugging the covers 
up closer to his chin. “I don’t know much 
about those things. I know he should have 
taken more interest in the children and he 
certainly should have thought of himself 
as married. He never has.” 

I wouldn’t listen. I didn’t sleep sound. 
I had too many dreams. Dreams where 
Jimmie was crying on my shoulder the 
way he had when he was little and when 
I tried to comfort him it was Greg and not 
Jimmie. Dreams where Alice was begging 
me to do something, anything, to keep 
Jimmie from hurting Betty. Dreams where 
Betty was running towards me with Jimmie 
chasing her and then Betty was Marsha 
and Jimmie was after her with a knife. 


I GOT UP early and had hardly put the 
coffee on when Jimmie came out to the 
kitchen. 
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“[ thought you'd sleep this morning,” | 
said. “Ill have coffee for you in a few 
minutes.” 

“[ couldn’t sleep. Didn’t sleep all night. 
Alice had no right to do this to me. She 
always had it in for me because I wanted 
to go fishing and things. Always com- 
plaining about something. IT’ll get even 
with her.” 

That worried me. That constant harping 
on getting even. That’s what he had done 
when he killed Marsha’s kittens . . . when 
he'd torn the heads and arms off all her 
paper dolls one time because she wouldn’t 
give him some candy she had . . . when 
he'd shot his dog because it chased a rabbit 
one night when he was coon hunting. 

I shook off the worry and the sound of 
Alice’s pleas that I do something before 
it was too late. Jimmie was still upset this 
morning and he needed all the love and 
understanding I could give him. Time 
enough later on, when he was quieter and 
more adjusted, to find out if he really did 
need help and if there was some good 
reason for what Alice had done. 

Only there wasn’t time. That was Satur- 
day and Jimmie took his gun and went 
hunting for a couple of hours, then came 
back and slept for awhile. When he woke 
up he started on the same thing. How 
unfair Alice was and how she’d turned the 
children against him and then he would 
begin on Betty and end up with Marsha. 

I listened and let him talk. I gave him 
sympathy and shushed Ed whenever he 
tried to get Jimmie to tell what had led 
Alice to filing for divorce. 

It was wrong and I[ know it. But I didn’t 
know it then, All I knew was that my boy 
had been hurt and needed help and I 
thought I was giving it to him by listening 
to his story and sympathizing with him. 

Sunday was the same thing only he left 
for a couple of hours on Sunday night. It 
was late when he left and I worried about 
that. 

“I need some cigarettes and some gas 
for the car.” he said. “I’ll have to drive 
to Clemens for work tomorrow and have to 
leave so early I might not find a station 
open,” 

“The ones at the crossroads are open 
all night.” Ed pointed out. “No need to go 
tonight. It’s after nine, now.” 

Jimmie wouldn’t listen. I wanted to wait 
up for him but Ed wouldn’t hear of it. I 
heard him come in. though. and wanted to 
g0 to him, but he went right to bed and 
I didn’t hear him moving around. Later I 
got up and tiptoed into the room and he 
Was sound asleep, one arm wrapped around 
his pillow the way he’d slept when he was 
little. I wanted to pull the covers up and 
kiss his forehead like I had then, but I 
didn’t. He might wake up and he needed 
the rest. 

I got him up in time the next morning, 
though he was sleeping so soundly it was 


a job to wake him. He seemed groggy 
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and only half awake even when he left and 
[ worried. 

“He’s so worn out. Do you think he can 
make it?” I asked Ed. 

“Worn out nothing! He was half drunk 
when he got in and he has a hangover, 
that’s all,” Ed grunted. 

Jimmie dees not drink. He’s just worn 
out from not sleeping and the worry over 
what Alice did.” 

Jimmie has been drinking for a long 
time and pretty heavy for the last two 
years. If you weren’t so blind to every 
fault you see in him you'd have noticed it 
1 long time ago.” 

‘Who’s side are you on, anyhow? Are 
you defending Alice? You certainly aren’t 
taking Jimmie’s side.” 

I’m not even sure Jimmie has a side,” 
Ed said. “I’d like to talk to Alice. See 
what she says and what led up to this.” 

‘Well, [don’t want to talk to her. I know 
limmie’s not to blame. If she’d been more 
understanding, more patient, there would 
have been no need for her to do this to 
him 

Ed didn’t argue. He ate his breakfast 
ind went out to his chores and I kept busy 
ill day. Thoughts of the dreams of Friday 
night kept coming back with the things 
\lice had said during the past few years 
but I wouldn’t let them stay. Jimmie was 
none of the things Alice said. Alice, and 
now Ed. Jimmie was not like that at all. 

| was beginning to wonder why Jimmie 
hadn’t come and to worry about supper 
getting cold when a car drove into the yard 
ind two men got out. I didn’t recognize the 
car and decided they were salesmen or 
solicitors. 

One of them, taller than the other, 
knocked on the door. “Is this the Franklin 
residence?” he asked. When I told him it 
was he asked for Ed and sent the other 
man to the barn to get him. “I want to talk 
to both of you,” he explained. 

[ wasn’t sure whether to ask him in or 
not, but I told him to come into the 
scree ned porch. 

Ed came back with the other man and 
the taller one introduced himself. “I’m 
Sheriff Caniff of Madison county. This is 
my deputy. I'd like to talk to both of you 
ind it would be better inside.” 

| couldn’t imagine what the sheriff could 
vant to talk about but I asked them in, 
inyhow. We went into the living room and 
sat down uncomfortably. The taller man 
twisted his hat around a few moments 
then looked up at us. 

‘T wish there was an easy way to say 
this, but there isn’t. I just have to say it 
out. Your son, Jimmie Franklin, shot and 
killed his wife this afternoon and we are 
holding him in the county jail. He meant 
to kill his daughter but his wife stepped 
in front of him and took the bullet.” 

There was some mistake. The man wasn’t 
talking about Jimmie! Not my Jimmie. 
There had to be some mistake. I looked at 
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Ed, waiting for him to tell these men how 
wrong they were. 

But when I saw Ed’s face I knew they 
weren’t wrong. I suddenly realized that Ed 
had seen all along what I wouldn’t admit. 
He’d tried and tried to tell me I was spoil- 
ing Jimmie, from the time he was a little 
boy. All through the past weekend he had 
tried to tell me Jimmie was sick, that Alice 
had had a reason for what she had done. 

It went back even farther. Things passed 
through my mind like the bits of glass in 
a kaleidoscope—things Jimmie said or did, 
ways he had looked, not only at Betty, but 
at Alice. The way he had always hated 
Marsha... 

Woven all around the bits were the pleas 
of Alice. The times she had asked me to 
talk to Jimmie, had tried to get me to make 
him see a doctor. 

I hadn’t listened and now Alice was dead 
and it was just as if I had killed her! 

When I reached that point it was too 
much. I heard someone screaming and felt 
a sharp slap. Then blackness closed all 
around and there weren’t any voices or 
dreams or anything. 


HE NEXT few days were a blur of 

waking and sleeping, an aching void 
when I thought of Alice or Jimmie or the 
children. and the blessed relief of oblivion 
which followed the stab of a needle in my 
arm. 

It had to end, though. and I had to come 
back to face reality. The reality of Alice 
being dead, Betty and Greg made wards of 


, the court and Jimmie facing trial for mur- 


der. 

Greg and Betty were put into the cus- 
tody of Alice’s parents. Her mother was 
stronger, now, and her father had retired 
so he was there all day to help care for 
them. | 

Betty was a stranger, when I saw her the 
day of the funeral. A stranger with a 
haunted, hollow face that tore at me with 
the full force of what I had done. Or hadn’t 
done. Sins of omission are often worse than 
those of commission and mine was. If I had 
listened to Alice or Ed. If I had really un- 
derstood Jimmie, all those years. If, if, if! 
Only it didn’t help now. 

Betty had seen the blind hate in her fa- 
ther’s eyes when he went to the Hunter 
house that afternoon and forced his way 
into the living room where the children 
were playing on the floor. He’d sent Greg 
outside on some pretext, then had started 
calling Betty names, and accusing her of 
all the things he’d always held against 
Marsha and even called her Marsha. 

When he said he was going to kill her so 
she couldn’t do anything more to him, when 
he said, “Marsha I hate you but now I 
won’t have to hate you any more because 
I’m going to kill you and then I won’t ever 
have to be afraid of you again.” Alice had 
screamed and stepped in front of him just 
as he pulled the trigger. 

Betty had seen that. Had seen her moth- 
er fall to the floor and watched Jimmie 


crumple up beside her, not understanding 
at first what he had done. 

I saw Jimmie, the day after the funeral, 
They let us visit with him for an hour and 
that was the worst hurt of all. He looked 
thin and gaunt and old. Gone was the care- 
free boyishness, the easy shrugging off of 
responsibility. His eyes were flat and dull 
and he blinked back tears as I held his 
hand. 

“IT didn’t mean to do it, Mom,” he kept 
saying. “I didn’t ever mean to hurt Alice, 
She never really loved me, you know. All 
she wanted was a husband to pay the bills. 
She loved the children more than she did 
me, especially Betty. Just like everyone al- 
ways loved Marsha better than they did 
me. Betty is just like Marsha. Or is she 
Marsha? It seems like she is. It always 
seemed like she was. Marsha spoiled every- 
thing I ever wanted or did, and Betty 
was just like her. Betty always got every- 
thing and there wasn’t anything left for 
me. But I didn’t mean to kill Alice. I just 
wanted to kill Marsha.” 

Even I couldn’t deny that Jimmie was 
sick. It wasn’t much of a trial. He kept 
getting worse and worse and by the time 
the case came up he wasn’t even able to 
be brought into the court room. A doctor 
testified, a psychiatrist from the state hos- 
pital. 

Jimmie would need long and careful 
treatment. he testified. He couldn’t be held 
responsible for what he had done because 
it was the opinion of the four doctors who 
had examined him that he was insane. 

I couldn't talk to the doctors but Ed did. 
Someday, they told Ed. Jimmie might be 
cured and released. But when that day 
comes, if it ever does, he has to face trial. 
They hold little hope that he will ever 
be cured. 

The hate and confusion go too deep. 
After over six months he still raves about 
how he wanted to kill Marsha. How he had 
to kill Marsha because she ruined every- 
thing for him. 

Yet when Marsha went to the hospital 
to see him at the doctor’s request, he didn’t 
even know her. 

Betty and Greg stay with Alice’s par- 
ents during the school months and with us 
in the summer. Gradually the haunted look 
has gone out of Betty’s eyes and she hard- 
ly ever wakes up now screaming with the 
memory of what she saw. 

But she’ll never completely forget. We 
four grandparents can help her and Greg. 
though, by working together, by teaching 
them how to grow up and how to face re- 
sponsibilities, how to live with other peo- 
ple. we can help them. 

And I can partly make up for the mis- 
takes I made in refusing to teach Jimmie 
any of those things. 

So I say a prayer of thanksgiving. And 
a prayer of asking . . . Please let us live 
long enough to raise the two children. To 
guide them to adulthood where they can 
take care of themselves. 


THE END 
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Nightmare Home 


(Continued from Page 25) 


my behavior this morning. I wondered if 
he would be mad. I opened the door as 
quietly as I could and went in. Mom and 
the man were sitting in the living room. 
[walked up very quietly and stood in front 
of him. He looked at me and I swallowed 
a couple of times before I got the gluey 
words out, “I—I’m sorry.” 

He only grunted and picked up the 


i paper. I backed off and studied him. You 


know what he reminded me of? The apes 
[saw in the zoo. He was so big, and he 
had black hair that stood on end and his 
arms were thick and hairy and I could 
see hair sticking out where his shirt was 
open at the neck. 

Funny, but that was all that ever hap- 
pened. I found out by listening to Mother 
that his name was Bert and he got mail 
addressed to Mr. Barrows, but he never 
paid any attention to me or the other kids. 
Ann and Bobbie and I lived like shadows 
in the house. Only at school did we talk 
and laugh. Once Ann asked me soberly, 
“Trudy, do you like him?” I hugged her 
to me and said, “He’s not so bad, Ann. 
We've got more to eat now and a new dress. 
Mom seems happy enough.” 

I was deeply glad that Ann had been 
too young to remember the wonderful times 


» we'd had when Dad was alive. Sometimes 


I just ached to hear his voice—or his laugh. 
Yet he was growing dim to me, too, and I 


' would shut my eyes real tight and try to 


remember everything about him. When I 
couldn’t I'd cry—I couldn’t help it. I felt 
like I was losing something. 

Then a wonderful thing happened. 
Mother had another baby. A little girl. 
Gee, she was tiny. I was 12 years old now 
and she looked so little to me, I was afraid 
she’d break. 

“She’s like little Alice in Wonderland,” 
I said, hanging over her crib. 

“That’s a good name for her.” Bert said, 
almost kindly. “Let’s call her Alice.” 

I hurried home from school every day 
to help take care of Alice. Then when 
she was two years old, Mom had Bonnie. It 
used to be fun taking care of a baby but 
now it wasn’t fun. It seemed like we never 
got done. I went to high school and I 
wanted to look nice like the other girls 
but when I got through washing diapers 
and making formulas and ironing, I was 
oo tired to fix my hair or freshen my skirt 
by pressing. 


NE DAY I came home from school all 
excited and bursting to tell Ann the 
tews—Jim Ninness had invited me to the 
football game Friday night. My first date— 
and with a good looking boy like Jim. I 
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nied to pinch myself to be sure it was 
me. | dashed up the steps and threw open 
the front door calling, “Ann!” The smile 
on my face faded as I looked at Mom and 
\nn and Bobbie sitting in the front room. 
\nn was crying and Bobbie was scowling. 

‘What’s the matter?” I asked. 

‘Bert’s left us.” Mom said in a hard, 
brittle voice I didn’t recognize. 

“Are you sure?” I asked hoarsely. She 
shoved a piece of paper at me and I read 
the words scrawled there: “Sorry. babe, 
this is the end of the line. I told you I 

isn’t cut out for any family stuff.” 

‘“What—what—exactly does this mean?” 
| asked, bewildered. 

“In plain English it means he didn’t 

int me to have any kids but he didn’t do 
nything about it either—or give me half 

hance to.” 

“Mom, for erying out loud—the kids,” 
| said, jerking my head in their direction. 

‘So what?” she said with a bitter twist 
» her mouth. “They might as well learn 
now. Especially you and Ann—a man only 
wants one thing from a woman—but he 
doesn’t want the responsibility in any way.” 

\ly heart twisted so I winced but I man- 
iged to ask quietly, “Even my Dad?” 

Her face looked like ice breaking and 
he turned and fled into her room, slam- 
ming the door behind her. I could hear 
her sobbing half the night. I lay in my 
hed and stared into the black, wondering 
what I could do. What should I do? I 
vondered this more and more often. 

We moved to the edge of town to a two- 
room house. We all slept in one room and 
we could hardly move around with all the 
furniture stacked so close together. 

\fom tried to get work but she couldn’t 
hold a job. She smelled of beer all the 
time now. She seemed to be eaten up in- 
ide with bitterness. Piece by piece we 
old our furniture until we had only the 
barest necessities left. 

Ill never forget the day I stood in our 
doorway and watched Mom come lurching 
street. She was mumbling and 
ursing to herself. She would stop every 
1ow and then and steady herself and then 
tumble on. She finally looked up as she 


up the 


pproached the house and when she saw 
me standing in the doorway. she began 
cursing in a way I had never heard before. 

‘Well, you have to worry any 
more.” she said with a sneer. “we'll make 
out now. We'll have enough to eat. You 
n go out with your ritzy boy friends to 


don’t 


the games and have a ball.” 

‘What do you mean. Mom?” I asked 
quietly, not daring to hope she really had 
news. 

“Why, the care of the State 
Pll draw money every month to take 
care of you kids. Child Aid.” 

The charity she had hated so bitterly 
was now a reality. For a moment my heart 
I knew how much she hated to 


we're in 


now 


softened 
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admit defeat—then her next words made 
me sick with fear. Drunkenly she said, 
“Know how they decide how much to give 
you? It’s according to how many kids you 
got. Legitimate or not. They tried to rule 
out illegitimate kids, but the soft-hearted 
taxpayers wouldn’t vote for it. The more 
kids you got, the more money you get.” 

Fear like a tiny worm began to crawl 
up my spine and I was so disgusted with 
myself for thinking such things, I was 
physically sick. 


GURE ENOUGH the checks started 
\” coming regularly to the house. We had 
enough to eat and even managed to buy a 
few clothes. 

But I was getting worried about Bobbie. 
He was only 12 years old but big. for his 
age and he liked to hang out at the malt 
shop with the older boys. I knew he re- 
sented not having any money to spend and 
several times I tried to talk to him about it. 

“It won’t always be like this, Bobbie. 
We're getting straightened out now, and 
soon you'll have money like the other kids 
—not a lot, maybe, but some.” 

“Aw, can it, sis. Who do you think you’re 
kidding? Look at you—wearing a faded 
dress, looks like a sack on you—no make- 
up—nothing like the other girls have. How 
do you stand it?” he ended bitterly. 

“Oh, Bobbie, please—please, don’t be 
like that.” I put my arms around him and 
pulled him to me. It had been a long time 
since I had shown love to my brother and 
this was the first time I realized it. 

“We're going to do better now, Bobbie. 
honest. Mom’s trying.” 

He pulled loose from my arms and 
looked at me, defiance burning in his eyes. 

“She’ll never do better. We'll never be 
anything—I hate her.” He turned and ran 
from the room and I was so shocked I 
couldn’t move for a minute. Then I ran 
after him but he plunged through the door 
and didn’t even turn around when I called 
after him. I sank in the only chair we had 
and covered my face with my hands. 
Bobbie’s words had hit their mark. I could 
no longer hide from the truth. My clothes 
were out-of-date and old, and the only boy 
who had ever asked me for a date was Jim. 
I hadn’t been able to go that time. of 
course. when I got home and found that 
turmoil and Jim had never asked me again. 
Oh, not that I blamed him. How could 
he, when I looked like I did—a fugitive 
from a rummage sale? Hot, bitter tears 
poured down my face. I sat there as the 
light of day faded and the soft dusk began 
to fill the room. I was still sitting there 
when Mom came stumbling in. She stopped 
short when she saw me and for once I made 
no effort to hide my tears and unhappiness. 

“What’sa matter?” she asked thickly. I 
don’t know what got into me then. For I 
found myself pouring out all my trouble 
to her, just like she was a real mother. 
I told her how much I wanted to go out, 


and to have clothes like the other girls— 
and even stop at the drug store with then 
on the way home from school. Not spenj 
a lot—just a nickel. A nickel for a smal] 
coke. I put my head down again and goh; 
shook me and I couldn’t stop the tear 
now that they were started. 

All through this Mom hadn’t said , 
word. Now she asked softly, “We neej 
more money?” Before I could answer, she 
turned and walked slowly out the door 

“ll get more money,” she said. almog 
as if she were talking to herself. 

“Oh. Mom, wait,” I said, getting to m 
feet. “Wait—.” but she, too, was hurrying 
down the road. I sighed and turned back 
to the house. 

Bonnie began whimpering and I kney 
she was hungry. Hard telling when Mom 
would be back. I set about getting supper, 

At midnight Bobbie came in. I said 
nothing but looked him right in the eye 
Sheepishly he said, “I’m sorry, sis.” He 
went on to bed. 

Dawn was coloring the sky when Mom 
came in. Strangely enough she didn’t seen 
to be drunk. She came in and said, “We'll 
have more money now. You can have the 
things you want.” I tried to get her to tel 
me what she meant, what she had done, 
where she had gone, but she only shook 
her head and wouldn’t tell me any more. 
Exhausted I went to bed. 


WO MONTHS LATER I found out 
“ what Mom had meant. She was preg. 
nant! That was her way of getting mor 
money. I wanted to die when I found out. 
I can’t go through it. I thought wildly. | 
was had enough before, but this is unbear- 
able. I screamed at Mom, “How could you 
do it? How could you? On top of every 
thing else, we lost our decent name.” 

Bewildered at first. Mom had suddenly 
flared in anger, “You can’t eat a good 
name. You wanted more, didn’t you?” 

“Oh, my God, Mom, not that way. Not 
that way!” I sank to my knees on the 
floor. I remembered the night I had cried 
and told her my innermost thoughts. Look 
what it had got me. Never again, never. 
never again. No more tears—just take it- 
right on the chin. Ask for nothing, get 
nothing. 

My shame and anguish were _ nothing 
compared to the blazing hatred Bobbie 
displayed when he found out about Mom. 
Ann took it calmly, just pulling her lip: 
a little tighter, her face a little more 
pinched. But Bobbie, he screamed ani 
cursed at Mom and threw himself on the 
floor and beat his fists. I thought I could 
not stand his agony. How I wanted to | 


—but what could I do? We were all help 
less. Then little Jamie was born. And he 
was so beautiful he won all our hearts 
Our State aid increased and we had the 
necessities of life. We lived to ourselves 
though. No friends, no recreation. I did 
manage to keep up with my studies. 
wanted desperately. to graduate. I had é 
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strong desire to get that diploma. Only 
then could I get a job and make things 
easier for my brothers and sisters and earn 
back a little of the respect we lost. Only 
three years seemed so far away and I was 
<o tired most of the time. 

j Mom had spent most of her time in bed 
since Jamie was born. When she was up, 
she was drinking and it made her hateful 
and belligerent. I think she just couldn’t 
face life any longer. My head bobbed 
over my book and my eyes were so heavy, 
I couldn’t keep them open any longer. Too 
tired to undress I went in the bedroom and 
lay down on my folded up quilts and was 
instantly asleep. 

The next morning I awoke early and 
read a chapter in my biology book before 
[ got up and got breakfast. Ann changed 
Jamie and fed him and then dressed Bon- 
nie and put her in a chair and tied her 
with a dish towel. I fed her while Ann ate, 
then Ann did the dishes while I ate. Mom 
stayed in bed until we called to tell her 
we were leaving. 

I passed my biology test all right and 
on the way home that evening, Ann and I 
went window shopping. We almost pressed 
our noses against the windows we had so 
much fun pretending. 

“lll take the blue eyelet.” Ann said 
gayly. - 

“And which one will you take?” a voice 
behind me said that almost made me jump 
out of my skin. I whirled around and Jim 
was grinning at me. It was a friendly grin, 
though, one that said, let’s be friends. My 
face was hot and I knew it must be red, 
I was so embarrassed at being caught at 
this silly game of make-believe. He pre- 
tended not to notice and said, “May I 
wilk home with you?” 

Ann gave an audible gasp behind me 
and then said, “Excuse me,” and almost 
ran. Bless her heart, she wanted me to 
have my chance at being with a boy. And 
I had to admit it was fun. It was easy 
talking to him about school, and the play 
and oh, I don’t know—just everything. 
When we got to my door, I smiled and 
thanked him for walking me home. He 
took me by the hand and said, “I’d like 
to take you to the show Saturday—that is, 
if you’d like to go.” 

“Yes, I would like to. Very much.” 

He gave a half-salute and said, “Pick 
you up at 7,” and walked down the path. 

My heart was pounding so I thought 
Mom would hear it. A date. A real, hon- 
est-to-gosh date. I hugged my books to 
me and danced around the room. Ann 
came pell mell through the door, her eyes 
bugged, saying, “What did he say? What 
did he do?” 

I told her every delicious minute of it. 
lended by saying grimly, “And I’m going 
on that date, too.” 


E DIDN’T tell Mom, we were afraid 
_ Something would spoil it. Ann prom- 
ied to stay home with the kids and all 
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Medical authorities recognize that there are 
5 major symptoms of the common cold: 
stuffiness, achiness, fever, constipation, and 
general ‘“‘sick-feeling.’’ 666, the time-tested 
and proven cold medicine, fights all 5. No 
“‘one-ingredient”’ product, advertised for 
‘“‘colds’’ can possibly do this. 666 is a broad- 
activity, multiple-ingredient medicine, de- 
veloped and marketed especially for the 
treatment of colds . . . and not for any 
other ailment. 


A SPECIAL COMBINATION PRODUCT 


of medicinal ingredients, which are used by 
many doctors in their prescriptions. It is 
especially designed to give fast, pos/tive re- 
lief, from all colds symptoms .. . not just 
one or two. 666 is more effective in the treat- 
ment of colds, because it hits more symp- 
toms than any “general’’ product. That’s 
why 666 is guaranteed. It’s got to work... 
or your money will be refunded. Join the 
thousands of families who trust and rely on 
666... and see what real relief can be like. 
666 comes in two ways .. . liquid or tablets. 
Take your choice . . . the same fast relief 
is in both. 
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IF you suffer pain and misery of Varicose Ulcers, 
or Open i; Sores, send away ot once for FREE 
Booklet “THE LIEPE METHODS FOR HOME USE. 

Tells all about this 60-year-old method, pra and en- 
dorsed by thousands, Liepe Methods, Dept. C-73 
3250 N. Green Bay Ave.. Milwaukee 12. Wisconsin 
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Amazingly accurate, this 
powerful .38 S & W 6-shot 
Enfield Revolver was used by 
Britain's secret agents & WW II Commandos when a 
small, compact weapon was essential. Has light recoil, 
this snub nose model features thumbrest target grip, 
fires easy-to-get S$ & W ammo. Good Cond. $16.95. 
Selected models add $3. 25 rds. .38 ammo $1.80, 
holster $3.95. Genuine double lock police handcuffs, 
chrome finish with 2 keys . . . $5.75. Shipped FOB, 
L.A.; express charges collect. Calif. res. add 4% state 
tax. 10-day money back guarantee. Send cash, check, 
or M.O. COD’s require $8 deposit. : 

Dept. TA3, 1221 S. Grand, 
Seaport Traders, Inc., Los Angeles 15, Calif. 
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day Saturday we washed and starched and 
ironed the best dress we could find. 
Promptly at 7:00, there was a whistle and 
I went to the door. I felt like Cinderella 
as I stepped out and Jim took my arm. I 
don’t remember much about the show but 
| do remember the careless way Jim held 
my hand, and how he took my elbow when 


we crossed the street. 
\t the door when we got home, his lips 
brushed mine lightly and he said, “See 


you” and disappeared into the darkness. 
I pressed my hand to my lips where his 
had touched mine. It had happened so fast, 
I couldn’t believe I had been kissed. I 
didn’t know if I was supposed to be mad 
or insulted—or pleased. I did know that 
there was a new warm glow inside me, 
a feeling I hadn’t had since Daddy died. 

That was the beginning. Every Satur- 
day Jim asked me to go to the show. At 
first it was fun, but then when I had to 
keep wearing the same dress over and 
over, I told him how I felt. It was Satur- 
day night and we came home and sat down 
on the stoop. 

It isn’t fair to you, Jim,” I said, “and 
there is nothing I can do about it.” 

“It doesn’t matter to me, honest,” he 
said in that sweet, sober way of his, “but 
if it bothers you, why don’t you try to get 
a job at Price’s Drive-In?” 

I'd like to, but I can’t. I can’t be gone 
from home five nights a week. Ann would 
never get everything done.” 

“Doesn’t your mother do anything?” he 
isked kindly. 

I could only shake my head so he 
wouldn’t hear the tears in my voice. My 
hopes of Mom getting better were growing 
dimmer by the day. She paid little atten- 
tion to the babies and more and more work 
fell on Ann and me. Some days we were 
afraid to go to school because we weren’t 
sure Mom would get up and take care of 
them. The hurt was worse now for I dared 
to dream of a life of my own, a home and a 
husband and my very own babies. But I 
couldn’t leave, it wasn’t fair to walk out on 
my brothers and sisters. It wasn’t their 
fault 

| wish I could take you away from all 
this.” Jim’s words broke in on my thoughts. 
I couldn’t believe my ears. “What did you 
say?” I asked hoarsely. 

Earnestly he turned to me and said, 
“Trudy, I know we're too young to talk 
about such things, but I’m sure, deep down 
sure, that you’re the kind of a girl I want 
for my wife. As soon as I graduate, let’s 
get married.” 

\ lump as big as a rubber ball was in 
my throat and I could only smile while the 
tears rolled down my cheeks. 

“Oh, Trudy—I didn’t want to make you 
cry.’ He reached for me, and as I went 
into his arms it was as if a lot of little 
candles were lit inside me. I felt so warm, 
and so—wanted. I buried my head on his 
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shoulder and held him as tight as I could. 
I wanted this moment to last forever. I'd 
give anything if I could always feel this 
way. I wanted so badly to tell him how I 
felt but I couldn’t find the words. 

He spoke and and I'll never forget his 
words—“I love you, Trudy—with a love 
that I’m sure will last.” 

I straightened up and looked into his 
eyes. My hand reached out to touch his 
cheek softly and from deep within me came 
the words. “And I love you—forever and 
ever.” 

There was a loud crash behind us and I 
jumped a foot. I turned to see Mother 
weaving back and forth and slobbering. 
I wanted to hide. I wanted to keep Jim 
from seeing. 

“C’mon in here so I can go out,” she 
mumbled. 

“All right, Mom, right away,” I an- 
swered, praying she would go in. Instead 
she came stumbling out and peered closely 
at Jim. He held his ground and returned 
her look. 

“Didn't realize you were old enough,” 
she said and turned and went back inside. 
I hastily kissed Jim and went in the house. 

Mom had her hat on, her purse in hand, 
and as soon as I stepped inside she went 
lurching out the door. I sighed with relief 
and got undressed for bed. I lay on the 
floor beside the sleeping kids and hugged 
my new-found miracle close to me. I was 
in love—and he was in love with me. Oh, 
it had to work out all right. It had to. I 
wanted to wake Ann and tell her but I 
didn’t want to wake Bobbie who was home 
for a change. 


| HAD just dropped off to sleep when I 

heard a sound in the other room. I sat 
up and listened. I heard it again. Maybe 
it was Mom. I called to her softly. 

“Yeah, it’s me,” she whispered. I got 
up and went into the room. As my eyes 
focused in the dimness, I saw her figure 
suddenly sway and stumble. 

“Mom,” I cried and started to go to her. 
Even in the dark I could tell she needed 
help. Before I could reach her, she had 
fallen. She lay still. and I was suddenly 
very scared. 

I rushed to her and tried to lift her up. 
She smelled of bad whiskey and her body 
was heavy in my arms. 

“Mom,” I cried again, and this time my 
cry woke Ann who was sleeping in the 
next room. She came stumbling into the 
room, still sleepy, saw Mom lying on the 
floor in my arms and started screaming. 

In another moment Bobbie had come in, 
but before he could quiet Ann, her cries 
had been heard by the neighbors, and the 
room was suddenly filled with people. Mom 
had been moaning softly, but now she lay 
still. With a sudden cry Bobbie had leaped 
through the crowd and I heard the door 
slam as he left. 





“He won't be back,” I thought suddenly, 
my heart growing cold. 

Ann was crying hysterically and the ba- 
bies were crying and the neighbors were 
just standing around like they didn’t know 
what to do. I shoved one real hard toward 
the door. 

“Don’t just stand there.” I said. “Call 
an ambulance, maybe she’s dead.” The 
tears were locked inside my eyes and my 
eye balls felt like rock. I went over to 
Ann and shook her real hard. 

“It’s all right now, Ann. You’ve got to 
help me.” Obediently her sobs subsided 
and [| heard the wail of a siren. Two men 
came in with a stretcher and impersonally 
picked Mom up and carried her out. I went 
with them. All the way to the hospital, I 
held her limp hand in mine and tried to 
pray. 

I wished I could turn off my mind. | 
looked at this frail, gaunt woman lying 
there and it was as if she was nothing to 
me. I felt as if she had ruined my life. It 
would all come out now, the whole sordid 
story. How could Jim want me now? This 
woman’s blood ran in my veins, and he 
came from a decent family. He couldn’t 
take a chance on someone like me. I could 
remember when my Mother was fine and 
good. Would I end up like this? Could I? 
I laid my head on Mother’s chest and hot. 
bitter tears soaked her dirty dress front. 

At the hospital they took her away and 
made me wait in the hall. I felt so lonely. 
The halls were dim and shadow-filled and 
it was scary. You’d think I’d get used to 
being alone and making decisions, Id 
done it so often. I wished Bobbie was 
here. I wondered if he’d ever come back. 
I walked up and down, up and down the 
quiet halls. I wrung my hands and waited 
—and prayed. Yet, I knew my prayers 
could never get through. 

I suddenly realized how much I hated 
my mother. She had ruined everything 
good in my life, she had deprived me of 
love, she gave me nothing—yet because she 
was my mother I was supposed to love her. 
There in that dark hall, I sank to my knees 
on the cold floor and prayed, “Help me— 
help me not to hate her.” I never ex- 
pected my prayer to be answered. I felt 
hands on my shoulders and I looked up. A 
doctor, all in white, with a mask over his 
mouth, smiled at me with his eyes. 

“Will she be all right?” I asked. He 
helped me to my feet. Slowly he took the 
mask off and then he said, “Come with 
me.” I followed him down the hall into a 
brightly lighted cafeteria. He got steaming 
cups of coffee and sat one in front of me. 

“What’s your name?” he asked pleas- 
antly. 

Bluntly I said, “Please tell me how she 
is. It’s my mother, you know.” 

The clock on the wall said it was 2:00 
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a's new day—but for me the doctor’s 
words brought me a brand new life. For 
he told me that my mother had a brain 
tumor and had had it for some time. He 
said the pain must have been excruciating. 
They were going to operate on her as soon 
as they got her built up some and then she 
should be completely well. Unbelieving I 
asked him, “You mean like she used to be 
—a long time ago—a mother again?” 

He nodded. “I’m sure it hasn’t been 
easy for you, and it’s a pity she hasn’t 
done something about it before this. How- 
ever, I do think she will be well again.” 

I began to sob and the tears that flowed 
this time weren’t the hot, bitter, hurting 
kind but were healing ones. I looked at 
the doctor through my wet eyes and said, 
“Oh, Doctor, is there a chapel in the hos- 
pital?” 

He smiled and took my hand and led 
me down the hall. At the door he paused 
and I pushed past him and walked down 
the narrow little aisle on unsteady feet. I 


Jock in the morning, a very early hour 


knelt at the altar and with a heart over- | 


flowing with gratitude I poured out, in- 
coherently, my thanks. 

I knelt there for an hour. I reviewed the 
past, I thought about the future. I was 
deeply ashamed that I had turned on my 
mother when she needed me. I thought 
only of my needing her. I hurt inside when 
I thought of her drinking to kill intense 
pain, yet never mentioning it. I was fiercely 
glad we had not taken our resentment out 
on the babies, for they were innocent, but 
most of all, I thanked God for taking care 
of us and bringing us through it together. 

Somehow, I knew, Bobbie would come 
home, Mother would be well enough to do 
her share—and that each of us would have 
the freedom to live our own lives bound 
only by our love one for another. 

I dried my tears, and got up from my 
knees. It was time to go home and take 
care of my family. I walked out on the 
sidewalk in the first light of the dawn—of 
a new day—and a new life. 


THE END 





Vegetable Recipes 


(Continued from Page 43) 


Broiled Tomatoes and Onion Slices, with 
Cheese 

Select 6-8 firm red tomatoes, remove tops 
and stems, sprinkle with garlic or season 
with salt. Cut rounds of cheese to fit top of 
tomatoes, add thin slice of onion, and 1 
tsp. butter. Sprinkle with a mixture of 
salt, pepper, paprika. Bake or broil 15 to 
20 minutes and serve. 


Stuffed Mushrooms with Shrimp 


Wash and remove stems from large 
mushrooms. Saute in 1%4 c. butter or oil, 
small onion, 1 green pepper, 1 tbsp. pi- 
mento, 14 c. celery chopped fine and 1 
small pod garlic. Salt and pepper to taste. 
Add 1 c. fresh shrimp chopped. Cook 5-7 
minutes. Fill mushroom cups and top with 
buttered bread crumbs. Broil or bake 15 
minutes. 


Asparagus Pie 

Heat oven to 325 degrees. Slowly heat 
to boiling 224 cups milk, 2 tbsp. finely cut 
onion and 34 tsp. salt, Y tsp. celery salt, 
few grains pepper, Yg tsp. nutmeg. Stir in 
%4 cup uncooked instant whole wheat ce- 
real. Boil and stir 10 seconds. Let stand 
until very thick, about 2 minutes. Add 1 
pound sharp cheddar cheese (about ll, 
cups shredded). Stir until melted. Beat a 
small amount of hot cereal into 2 eggs, 
well beaten, until eggs are warm. Beat egg 
mixture into cereal. Pour a thin layer of 
cereal into bottom of greased 10-inch pie 
plate. Place 10 spears of cooked asparagus 


spears, ends to center, on cereal. Cover 
with rest of cereal. Place 12 asparagus 
spears, tips to center, on top. Bake for 50 
minutes. Let stand 5 minutes. Cut into 
pie-shaped wedges and serve with mush- 


room sauce. About 6 servings. 


Tomato-Cheese Pie 

Prepare 1 package of hot roll mix accord- 
ing to directions on package. Let dough 
double in bulk once. Divide into thirds. 
Shape each third into a ball. Roll out 
each ball of dough into a circle about 10 
inches in diameter and Ye inch thick. Fit 
dough loosely into 39-inch pie plates. Trim 
edges. Brush dough with olive or salad 
oil. Place layer of 2 No. 2 cans tomatoes, 
well drained, over dough. Sprinkle with 
1 medium onion, chopped fine, 1% tsp. 
salt, 14 tsp. pepper, and 14 tsp. thyme or 
marjoram. Add Yo lb. sharp grated Amer- 
ican cheese. Brush with oil. Bake in a 
moderately hot oven (400 degrees F.) for 
30 minutes. Serves 6. 


Baked Acorn Squash Surprise 

Select 3 acorn squash. Wash and cut in 
half. Place cut halves in baking dish. 
Combine 1 c. crushed pineapple, 1 c. whole 
cranberry sauce, 2 c. graham cracker 
crumbs, Yo c. chopped black walnuts, 1 tsp. 
nutmeg, 1 tsp. cinnamon, Y% tsp. salt, 
3 tbsp. syrup and 14 c. soft butter and 
juice of lemon. Fill center of squash with 
mixture and bake until tender, about I hr. 


Serves 6. 
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Bored By His Kisses 


(Continued from Page 37) 


Forty-five minutes later Mr. Beamon 
out of the office flashing the same 
lliant smile he gave me as he entered. 
“N he whispered. “I’m in 
for two nights. Gonna show me the 
ehts or do I have to get lost in this great 
etropolis all by myself?” 
Perhaps too quickly I accepted his offer. 
But we’ll have to go out on the State 
ite.” I told him. “because there aren’t 
entertainment spots here in town.” 
a car. honey,” he smiled. “All 
to do is give me your address 
say, six-thirty. 


Will you dine 


” 
»W honey, 


“T have 


uu have 


make a night of it. 

me, too?” 

“Yes.” I answered, again too quickly, I 

but then I hadn’t been out in a 
time. I gave him my address and told 

m I’d be ready. 

[t was a job trying to work for the rest 
afternoon. While I looked forward 
high school girl to the evening, I 

eht about Jimmy, for some reason or 
“Well.” I said to myself. “I’m only 

iting Dave for the evening. There can’t 
harm in that. And I’m really not 
any promise to Jimmy.” 

He arrived on time. After meeting my 
nts, we left for the Caprice Club. 

Call me Dave.” he said when we drove 
What shall I call you?” 

I laughed. 
Paula,” Dave said. 
special name for you.” 
Dave and debonair, a 

lady’s man. He was full of laughter 
making jokes out of everything. 

ldn’t remember when I had laughed 
heartily. 

We left about 11:30 for the drive home. 
ok the long way home and talked 
whatever entered our minds. We 

ed lovers’ lane which I pointed out to 


ikKiIng 


Pauline.” 


“That will be 


“Okay. 


was suave, ves, 


1 tun 


[ should take you up there,” he said, 
“but I can tell from the way your 
icted that you’re not that type of girl. 
going to suggest it.” 
sigh of relief, although at 
was half intrigued with the 
of suggesting that we go back. 
We reached home too quickly. But there 
omise of another meeting. “Would 
have dinner with me tomorrow night?” 
sked as he unlocked my front door. 
I said. “Why not come here 
for dinner?” 


I’m not even 
[ breathed a 
ume time I 


neegean 

house 
then said, 
Paula. But I 


you with anyone. I 


D thought for a moment. 

a good suggestion, 

vant to share 

much rather take you out alone and 

trate on absolutely no one but you. 

isrespect to your parents who are real 
eople,” he added. 

U ourse 


. if you’d rather,” I said. smil- 


ing up at him, hoping that he would kiss 
me. But he didn’t. Secretly, I was‘ glad 
he had refused my offer to eat at home. I 
wanted to be alone with him, too. I wanted 
to share him with no one. 

It wasn’t that I had fallen in love with 
him. It was just that I had never met a 
person like Dave and I wanted to learn 
everything about him. I lied to myself. 


HE NIGHT was long. I tossed and 

turned. I got up. I walked. I went down 
to the kitchen and drank two glasses of 
milk. I came back to my room and tried 
to read. It became unbearably warm in 
the room. I took a shower. 

At four o’clock, I dropped into a restless 
sleep. The alarm sounded and it was all 
I could do to find the clock and stop the 
ringing. I finally awakened at nine, the 
time I should have been starting to work. 
I dressed hurriedly and started on my six- 
block walk to work. 

The bright, sunshiny morning revived 
me. I felt it was great to be alive! I almost 
wanted to run like I did when I was young. 

But I walked. And with each step I 
repeated in my mind, “Dave, Dave, Dave. 
Dave. Dave Beamon. Dave Beamon,” over 


and over. Then I changed the chant to 
“Paula Beamon, Paula Beamon, Paula 
Beamon.” 


With a lightness in my step I hadn’t 
known for a long time, I sailed into the 
office, greeted Mary with a big smile and 
began the day’s work. 

I noticed an envelope in the center of 
my desk addressed to me. “Miss Pauline 
Berry.” From Dave, I smiled. 

“Dear Paula, I tried everything I knew 








how to get my boss to change his mind, by 
duty first as they say. I had to return ty 
home office in Chicago, early this morning 
I didn’t want to disturb you with an early 
morning call so I left this note. I hope 
that this does not upset you as it has me 
I was really looking forward to seeing yo 
again tonight. I'll return to town in two 
weeks. That’s definite. I hope you'll g 
least keep the first night open for our date 
And remember, stay off lovers’ lane until 
I get there. Dave.” 

I felt the old feelings of tiredness creep. 
ing back over me. Just when I was so clog 
to having some real fun, “How am I going 
to make it through the next two weeks?” 
I pondered. 

The next two weeks were agonizing. | 
could hardly wait for Dave to return, | 
hadn’t given a thought to Jimmy or to our 
future. 

I was thinking of Dave and how much | 
missed him, as though we were engaged to 
be married. 

The only thing to carry me on for the 
two weeks was anticipation of his return. | 
decided that I would be forward, this time. 
although I never had in my life. I would 
say, “Let’s drive up lovers’ lane. I want 
to show you the most scenic spot in the 
area.” I felt that Dave would welcome the 


suggestion and see that I was real regu. 


lar. I also decided that I would tell him 
how much I thought of him and how mis 
erable I'd been without him. 

“Whoa. Pauline.” I said to myself 
“Where are you going in such a hurry? 
You don’t know anything about Dave ex- 
cept that you're attracted to him.” But my 
mind wouldn’t be still. I cancelled out the 
thought and continued to plan the thing 
I would say to Dave. In this way the two 
weeks inched by. 

The day for Dave’s return arrived! 
was up at seven that morning so I would 
have plenty of time to dress myself to look 
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my seductive best. to immediately attract 
Dave when he came into the office. 

I chose one of my new sheath dresses 
with a daring neckline. It was a date dress, 
hut I was taking no chances. And I made 
sure that I wore an adequate amount of 
my most prized perfume, a heady fra- 
grance. 

After a bubble bath and painting my 
fngernails. I nibbled at breakfast and got 
dressed. I was in the office at 8:45. Prompt- 
ly at ten o’clock, when Dave was due, I 
hecame all thumbs and I couldn’t keep my 
eves off the door leading into the office. 
‘Suddenly, he popped through the door! 
My heart raced and I wouldn’t be sur- 
prised if Mary and Dave didn’t hear it 
pounding as Dave walked toward my desk. 

He wore a smart, brown cord suit which 
showed off his broad shoulders. I wanted 
to run my fingers through his shiny black 
hair and be held close in his arms. His 
big brown eyes seemed to sparkle and re- 
flect a thousand lights. 

“Hi, Paula,” he smiled as he gave a 
whistle at the dress I wore. 

“Hi, Dave,” I said a little breathlessly. 

I was trembling and afraid that I might 
rush into his arms. Mary stopped working 
and looked on approvingly. 

“Gee, Paula,” Dave said, “I wish it were 
time for that date right now, instead of 
tonight. But, work first, as they say. We 
still have a date, don’t we?” 

“Certainly, Dave,” I said. 

“Good,” he smiled. “See you on the way 
out,” as he headed for Mr. Brown’s private 
office. 


HE CLOCK seemed to have started 

working half-time as the day passed. 
Quitting time finally arrived. Dave was 
picking me up at 6:30. We were going 
to the new supper club at Tiny Town 
Motel. 

We only had eyes for each other, that 
night. Dave held my hand as we sipped 
champagne at our table for two. And when 
we danced, his broad shoulders wrapped 
themselves around me in a gentle. protec- 
tive fashion. This was all man and I could 
feel the strength of his powerful chest 
heaving against me as he held me close 
on the dance floor. 

Somehow, my well-laid plans to take the 
lead didn’t materialize. I was on a cloud 
just being near Dave. I was practically 
tongue-tied whenever he said anything to 
me. 

That night I learned to be a good fol- 
lower. I don’t know if it was the nearness 
of Dave or the champagne. All I know 
is that I was basking in Dave’s good looks 
and grand manner. I didn’t care about any- 
thing except to stay close to him. 

I must confess that it didn’t take much 
coaxing from him for me to follow him 
from the club into the motel. 

“What do you say we continue this party 
Ma private room?” Dave asked as he 
guided me toward the office of the motel? 


ae A 
didn’t verbally answer him... only 


with my eyes and a movement closer to his 
side. which was more of a “ves” than say- 
ing the word. 

Without a second thought. I followed 
Dave into the newly-decorated room the 
motel manager led us to after Dave regis- 
tered and paid the fee. It was as though I 
had lost all sense of thinking. that Dave 
was going to do that for me. 

Unashamedly I let Dave close and lock 
the door as the manager departed. And 
there we were. Dave turned on a radio 
built into one of the night stands and I 
dropped down to the side of the bed. As 
the music floated through the room, Dave 
bent over and kissed me tenderly on the 
lips. Then he pulled me up to him and we 
swayed to the lilting, soft music. Time 
rushed by as the nearness of Dave crushed 
out all other thoughts. 

The music suddenly ended, but we clung 
to each other. Suddenly, we tumbled on 
the bed as we swayed too far in one direc- 
tion. We smiled. The music started again. 
Only we didn’t get up to dance again . . . 

All too soon we were on the way home. 
I felt a happiness I had never known and 
I was surprised. I knew what I had done, 
and I knew that later I would regret it. 
But now I knew only happiness. 

“Got another night in town.” Dave said 
as he unlocked my front door at three 
o’clock in the morning. “Do I have another 
date?” 

“Of course, Dave,” I said. 

“Good,” he replied. “I’ll pick you up at 
seven o'clock this evening.” He kissed me 
gently, then departed. 

Our next date was more satisfying than 
the first. I knew Dave belonged to me as, 
afterwards, we walked through the front 
door of the motel room and started for his 
car. After Dave deposited the room key 
and we started down the walkway to the 
parking lot, I spotted Jimmy’s best friend, 
Robert Thorne and his date only several 
yards away. Without thinking I tried to 
hide behind Dave. 

But it was too late. Robert spotted me, 
then looked at Dave. He gave me a long, 
glaring look but recovered himself and 
slowly turned to his date. They started to 
walk towards the club but I glimpsed him 
peering intently into the darkness toward 
us as we continued toward Dave’s car. 
Robert was in school with Jimmy. What 
was he doing here? I asked myself. Was 
Jimmy with him? 

It was the first time in weeks that I had 
even thought of Jimmy. I felt my insides 
churning and Dave seemed to sense some- 
thing the matter. 

“What’s up. Paula?” he asked. 

Somehow, through the lump in my 
throat that made me feel I could never 
speak again, I mumbled, “I feel faint, 
Dave.” 

I don’t know if Dave noticed how vio- 
lently I shook on the way home. But he 
was quiet, thank God. I needed quiet, then. 
He didn’t try to press any of his jokes on 
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me but merely left me to myself. 

“But why am I worried?” I asked 
myself. This was what I wanted. 

It was a rather cool “good night” which 
I eave Dave as he left me at my front door. 
I even forgot to tell him I had enjoyed the 
evening. 

Robert usually came home to Hensley on 
weekends. But this was near midweek. Be- 
fore I had been lucky. I had never seen 
unvone at the motel who knew me. Frankly, 
it had never entered my mind. Would 
Robert tell someone in town who might 
spread the gossip? 

[he next morning, as I greeted the 
various neighbors and friends I passed on 
my walk to work, I stared at them to see if 
any of them might have heard about me 
visiting the motel with Dave. There wasn’t 
a S12nN. 

Thursday and Friday at work dragged 
by miserably. And during the nights I 
tossed and turned, worrying. 

I knew Robert would be coming home 
Saturday morning. 

‘Then everything will really break loose, 
he'll tell everyone,” I told myself as I sat 
before my dressing table mirror. I turned 
down another date with Dave on a flimsy 
[ couldn’t remember. On Friday 
he left town. Again, he left me a note on 
my desk telling me about this sudden order 


EXcuse 


to leave. Somehow, I didn’t much care. My 
head was aching from fear of what Robert 
would say when he came home: 


| WAS AWAKENED about 9:30 Satur- 

day morning from voices downstairs. 
Hurriedly dressing, I rushed down and 
almost fainted when I saw Robert sitting 
in the living room chatting with Dad. 

“Good morning, Pauline,” Robert said 
without a smile. “How are you?” 

‘I'm fine, Robert, thank you,” I said, 
then blurted out, “How was Jimmy when 
you left him?” 

I began to tremble for fear that Robert 
had been telling Dad that he saw me at 
the motel. 

“Jimmy’s fine,” Robert said, rising and 
coming towards me. “He gave me a mes- 
sage for you. That’s the reason I dropped 
by so early. It’s a beautiful morning. Why 
don’t we go out on the porch and talk?” 

“Fine,” I said, smiling with relief. 

‘Pauline, let’s get one thing straight. I 
aw you at the motel,” Robert whispered 
outside. “I don’t know what you were 
doing there and I don’t want to know. It’s 
none of my business. But if you know how 
wrapped up Jimmy is with you, you 
wouldn’t be caught dead at a motel with 
someone else.” 

‘T know that, Robert,” I said, half in 
disbelief. I figured that Robert had spread 
the word. 

“Well, me and a couple of Jimmy’s other 
friends took it upon ourselves to convince 
Mr. Beamon—yes, we checked around and 
found out who he is—that the best thing 
for him to do was to disappear from Hens- 
ley forever. He won’t be coming around 
here for a long, long time, believe me.” 


f. 
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At first I felt only fury that Robert 
would do such a thing. I started to answer 
him angrily. then stopped. Suddenly I felt 
relief. I would never see Dave again. There 
would only be Jimmy—like before. I didn’t 
say anything. and Robert continued, 

“We weren’t trying to be your judge. 
But we know Jimmy doesn’t deserve that 
kind of break. And don’t worry. No one 
around Hensley knows anything about it 
and won’t. Not unless you try to hurt 
Jimmy!” 

And then the relief I felt turned to hap- 
piness, and I knew it would always be only 
Jimmy. 

“Hurt Jimmy?” I cried softly. “If you 
only knew how much I love him, Robert.” 
And for the first time in months, I really 
meant it. But I don’t know if Robert be- 
lieved me. 

“That’s what I wanted to tell you,” Rob- 
ert said. “I have to leave now. But re- 
member what I said.” 

After Robert left, I sat down on the 
porch for a moment to gather myself after 
the quick succession of events. Suddenly I 
knew what I would do! I would catch a 
bus to State College and confess the whole 
thing to Jimmy. 

“I’m going to see Jimmy,” I shouted to 
Mom as I ran upstairs to my room. 

I quickly prepared for an early start 
on the trip. I would see this through . . . 
tell him the truth . . . no matter the con- 
sequences for myself. Then I thought. 
“Jimmy might not want me any more!” 
But I couldn’t bear that thought . . . 

I dashed to the shower, hoping the water 
would calm me. I failed to see the soap lying 
in the bottom of the shower as I stepped in. 
I only remember letting out a half-shriek 
as I fell and my head hit the edge of the 
tub. Then everything went black. 


It seemed I was unconscious for weeks, 
But it was only two days, I found out later, 
I had a nightmarish dream about Dave. All 
I could see was his smiling face. 

The faster I ran to catch up with it, the 
further it drifted away. Always slightly 
out of reach. Then I began to curse him 
for making a fool of me. 

“Why did you hurt me?” I asked. But 
Dave never answered, and remained out of 
my grasp. He hadn’t hurt me. I knew then. 
I had hurt myself with my impulsive 
actions, 

When I opened my eyes, I didn’t see 
Dave. I saw Jimmy. I felt naked. Maybe in 
defense I blacked out again and remained 
that way for another day. The second time 
I awakened. there was no mistaking it. 
Jimmy was still there, in need of a shave 
with a worried furrow across his forehead. 
He acted like the Jimmy I had known in 
high school, holding my hand and showing 
deep concern for me. 

I gazed at his face. I couldn’t speak well, 
at first. My head pained. I wanted to tell 
him about Dave. But Jimmy told me to lie 
still. “Don’t try to talk, honey.” he said. 
“Everything’s going to be all right.” 

[ felt warm tears running down my face 
and into the bandage around my chin. If 
Jimmy ever learned about me and Dave, he 
never hinted it to me. I tried to tell him 
many times. But he would never let me. 
I know now that Jimmy has always been 
the man for me. 

He was always there when I needed him 
most. But I took him for granted because 
I felt sure of him. 

Next month we’re moving to Pittsburgh. 
That’s when Jimmy starts teaching. And 
that’s when this gal is going to really settle 
down, be a wife, and a mother with a 
houseful of children. That routine I’m 


going to love. THE END 





I Live With My Guilt 


(Continued from Page 40) 


see how a person who’s better than most of 
the teenagers around here drives.” 
“Yeah!” everybody was shouting. Sammy 
pulled off the highway onto the shoulder 
and got out. I slid over behind the wheel 
and excitement raced through me. When 
Sammy climbed in on the other side, I 
started the car, surprised that I remem- 
bered so much, and suddenly we were 
moving down the highway. The car was 
bigger than the one I’d been learning on, 
and several times I caught it veering off 
the road. Everybody was laughing and giv- 
ing advice, and suddenly I felt a thrill of 
power. / was driving this car, ] was in 
control. I could make it do exactly as I 
wanted. To prove it, I suddenly pressed 
my foot down hard on the accelerator and 
the big car shot forward. Everybody 
laughed and cheered, and I kept my foot 


pressed down. The car swerved from one 
side of the road to the other, and I had to 
keep leaning forward to focus on the road. 
My eyes kept blurring, and I thought sud- 
denly, clearly, “I must be really drunk.” 
The dividing line down the middle of the 
road kept dancing and weaving underneath 
the car, and I started giggling as I watched 
it, first on one side, then on the other. I 
kept my foot down on the accelerator and 
my hands clutching the wheel and I began 
to get the car a little more under control. 

“Hey kids,” I yelled, “see? I got it going 
in a straight line. Some driver, huh?” 

“Yeah, just great,” Sammy laughed. 
“Only one thing. You’re on the wrong side 
of the road.” 

Everybody burst out laughing and I did 
too. It suddenly seemed like the funniest 
thing in the world. 
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Then I noticed headlights, far away 
down the road at first, then getting closer 
and closer, bigger and bigger. I giggled as 
I watched the yellow lights blur, then be- 
come clear. I became aware of a horn 
sounding, from somewhere deep inside my 
brain. like it had been going on for some 
time. Then everything seemed to stand 
still, with the headlights coming closer and 
closer, and the horn sounding forever in 
my brain . . . Then there was a sicken- 
ing squeal of tires and Sammy leaned over 
and grabbed the wheel and the car swerved 
to the other side of the road and the head- 
lights disappeared. And I thought. “Thank 
God!” and in the instant that I thought it, 
I heard the crash as the other car swerved 
and collided with a tree. and I knew it had 
not been our tires that had squealed. Some- 
how, in some way I stopped the car, and 
in the deafening silence that followed the 
crash I was trying. struggling to open the 
door. Everybody else sat as though in a 
trance and in the silence I heard Mary 
begin to sniffle. As I struggled with the 
door, strangled sobs coming from my 
throat, Sammy seemed to rouse himself. 

“Don’t get out.” he said, his voice bor- 
dering on panic. He grabbed my arm so 
tight it hurt. and his voice rose as he said, 
“Stay in the car. Let’s get out of here. You 
can’t do anything now. they’re dead.” 

I twisted out of his grasp and before he 
could hold me back I was out of the car, 
running, sobbing, stumbling across the 
road. As if in a dream. I heard the squeal 
of tires and knew that Sammy had driven 
off, but I couldn’t stop. Something seemed 
to compel me toward the car, even though 
everything in me rebelled against it. I 
didn’t want to see the car’s twisted wreck- 
age, or the people in it—they would have 
to be dead. And as I ran, I thought, “I 
killed them. Whoever they are. I killed 
them. I drove them into that tree. How 
can I live with it. knowing? When I sober 
up, what will I do. what can I do?” 

And then I was at the car—or what was 
left of it. I pulled open the door. and the 
body of a woman fell against me. Her 
head had struck the windshield and was 
battered and cut beyond recognition. But 
her bloodstained coat was new—and it was 
white wool. 

I drew back in horror and rushed around 
to the other side of the car. The man had 
been thrown out of the car and was lying 
on the ground, his head bloody. His eyes 
were open, though, and he was gasping for 
breath. A small thread of blood trickled 
from his mouth. When he saw me he tried 
to say something. Then as his eyes focused 
on my face, they turned wide with horror, 
and with a final gasp he died. It was my 
father. 

It was then that the screams started. I 
don’t think I'll ever forget how they 
sounded, horrified, hysterical, piercing the 
till night air again and again. I couldn’t 
stop. As I stood there in the dark, silent 
night. I screamed and screamed. 


THE END 
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He Dared Me To Sin 


(Continued from Page 33) 


[ ran out and got in beside him. I just 
couldn’t believe this was happening to me. 
There | was, Alice Paton, who had never 
had more than enough to buy a pair of 
shoes, and now I was riding in this ex- 
pensive car with a good looking man up 
ritzy Park Avenue. And it had been so 
easy! All I’d had to do was ask him for 
1 little help. 

What will it be?” he asked when we 
sat down in a corner of a dim little cock- 
tail lounge. Then without waiting for me 
to answer, he ordered a Manhattan for me 
ind a Scotch on the rocks for himself. 

‘Now tell me about yourself,” he said 
while we waited. 

He asked me how old I was, and if I 
lived at home. And I told him I was nine- 
teen and I lived with my mother. I said 
she had been very sick for a long time. 
[hat was one reason why I wanted office 
work. I thought I could make out better. 

‘You're very young to have so much re- 
sponsibility,” he said as he held a lighter 
to my cigarette. “We'll have to do some- 
thing about that. With your looks you 
should go far.” 

‘I’m really a good stenographer.” I said. 
“I’m sure my speed will pick up once I’ve 
had a little practice.” 

‘I’m sure it will,” he agreed. “Want an- 
ther drink?” 

I never drank very much, and I hadn’t 
eaten since noon. I said no, I thought I'd 
better not. But he ordered another Man- 
hattan anyway. When the waiter brought 
it over, I thought I'd better drink it. I 
didn’t want him to think I was a square. 
{ny girl who worked in Rosen’s office 
would have to be sharp. 

The rest of the evening isn’t very clear 
to me. Fortunately, I'd already called our 
neighbor, Mrs. Gomez, and had her tell 
Mom I would be late. So I didn’t have to 
worry about that. To tell the truth, after 
I'd finished that second Manhattan, I 
stopped worrying about everything. I think 
[ even had another drink or two. In the 
soft light. I looked across the table into 
Stan Turner’s eves, and the feeling they 
gave me was delightful. I went first hot, 
then cold, and I was so excited I could 
hardly hold my glass. What a dope I’d been 
not to try this before! 

Did you ever see Manhattan at night 
from the top of the world?” he asked sud- 
denly. I said I never had. The next thing 
[ knew I was floating through the door out 
to the black car again. 

lhe elevator operator was a young kid. 
He kept frowning and looking at me, then 
he’d look at Mr. Turner. I think I kept 

r] We went down a long hall and 


Sigeing. 


Mr. Turner unlocked a door and switched 

on a light. What a big room that was! The 
ig was so thick I felt like I was walking 

on a cloud. He took off my hat and coat 
d dropped them on a chair. 


“This isn’t a penthouse,” he told me, then 
added, “but it’s the next best thing.” 

We stepped out on a balcony overlook- 
ing Central Park. Below us was a blaze 
of lights. It took my breath away. 

“Ooh, it’s cold,” I said, and shivered. 
He laughed and put his arms around me. 
We went back to the living room, but he 
kept his arms around me. “I can’t let my 
girl get cold,” he said, and he sank down 
on the sofa and pulled me down beside 
him. 

I don’t know if it was the drinks I'd had, 
or the excitement of the evening, or the 
man himself that did it, but the room was 
spinning around me. His black eyes kept 
staring into mine, and his voice, so deep 
and masculine, sent little shivers of de- 
light up and down my spine. He began 
to tell me what a break it was for him to 
meet a girl like me. And, in a kind of fog. 
I thought, “Why, he really means it. He’s 
falling for me!” It gave me a wonderful, 
happy feeling. He was so big and strong. 
and he knew his way around. I thought I’d 
never have to be alone again, even when 
Mom was sick. And then he started kiss- 
ing me, and I stopped thinking altogether. 

“Now isn’t this cozy?” a sarcastic voice 
said. 

Mr. Turner sat up as another light went 
on. “What the hell are you doing here?” 
he asked. 

There stood his skinny secretary. She 
turned on another light and crushed out a 
cigarette before she answered. “You never 
asked me that before.” 

He ran his hand through his hair and 
straightened his tie. Then he went over 
and picked up my hat and coat. 

“Come on,” he said. “I'll see you to a 
cab.” 

I just didn’t get it. How had Marge got 
into his apartment? Now he was acting as 
if he couldn’t get me out of there fast 
enough. I got into my coat as fast as I 
could, embarrassed and mad. 

“T think I'll come along,” Marge said as 
we started to the door. “Priority rights. 
you know.” 

“You stay here,” he said sharply. “Ill 
be right back.” 

“Oh, no you won't!” she said. “I’m 
coming with you.” 

He swore. “Take her down yourself.” he 
said angrily. “I'll be damned if you’re 
going to make a fool of me.” 

I stared at him. Surely. I thought. he 
wouldn’t send me down to the street with 
his secretary! But by that time he was 
mixing a drink for himself. He didn’t even 
say goodnight. My face was burning as I 
went out to the elevator with Marge. When 
she put me in a cab, she said, “You’re way 
out of your league. kid. Stick to the boys 
in the factory.” 

I guess I'd had too much to drink to fig- 
ure it out that night. And I had a head- 


ache all the next morning. At noon, when 
I had lunch with Gert, I asked her if she’d 
ever heard anything about Mr. Turner’s 
secretary. 

“Marge Bascom?” she asked. “I’ve heard 


plenty about that one! And him, too!” 
She looked at me as Mom does at times. 
“You'd better take it slow, Alice,” she 
said. “Stop rolling your eyes at the boss. 
You’re asking for trouble.” 

“All I'm asking for is a job upstairs.” I 
said. 

The more I thought about the way he’d 
acted when Marge came in the night be- 
fore, the madder I got. It made me feel as 
cheap as dirt. And I had thought he was 
falling for me! You’d think, from the way 
he’d acted, that Marge was his wife, and 
he’d been caught with some cheap little 
tramp. I hated to admit it, but it looked as 
if Gert was right about him. I shuddered 
when I thought what might have happened 
if Marge had not shown up. What an easy 
mark I'd been! I decided I’d have no more 
to say to Mr. Turner. 

Unfortunately, I had told Mom that 
morning that Mr. Turner might help me 
get an office job, and she had insisted I fill 
out the application blank and take it in. I 
didn’t want to tell her what had happened. 
She was sick as it was. But when the 
papers began to carry the news of our 
threatened strike, she started asking, “Have 
you seen Mr. Turner lately. Alice? Don’t 
let him forget about you.” 


T BEGAN to look more and more like 

Mom would never be strong enough for 
a full-time job again, which meant the re- 
sponsibilities would rest on me. If I ever 
hoped to get anywhere, I would have to 
use my head. Mr. Turner’s weakness 
seemed to be pretty girls, and I decided I 
might as well play up to it. Sure, it would 
be dangerous. I would have to watch my 
step. But I told myself I wouldn’t be as 
stupid as I'd been the night I went to his 
apartment. 

After that I made it a point to smile and 
be very pleasant when he stopped to talk 
to me. Gert was always telling me that I 
was nuts. and that everybody in the place 
was talking about me. I was sorry, but I 
figured that was just a part of the price I 
would have to pay for getting out of the 
factory. You don’t get something for 
nothing. 

One day when I was having lunch with 
Gert and some of the other women, some- 
thing was said about Mr. Rosen’s secre- 
tary. She had been married for a long time. 
and now she was quitting to have her first 
baby. That meant an opening in the office. 

As luck would have it, we had just 
started back into the building, when I met 
Mr. Turner coming out. I told him I had 
heard there would soon be another opening 
in Mr. Rosen’s office. 

“That’s right.” he said. “Sam is going 
to need a girl, but not for some time yet. I 
haven’t forgotten vou. doll. I'm going to 
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Florida for a vacation. When I get back, 
we'll talk about that job.” 


“[’]] appreciate it so much!” I exclaimed. 


“You will, huh?” he said, and he 
laughed as he pulled me up against him. 
“Well, one of these nights you and I are 
going to have a quiet time all to ourselves 
Without interruptions, eh, doll?” he added 
in a tone thick with insinuations. 

I smiled and said, “Sure thing,” but 
felt a little sick. Stan Turner wasn’t going 
to be so easy to manage. Anyway, for a 
moment there when he pulled me up to 
him. I’d had the same dizzy sensation I’d 
felt that night in his apartment. Darn him! 
Why did he have to be so attractive? Why 
wasn’t he fat and bald like Mr. Rosen? I 
knew then it wasn’t Stan Turner I had to 
be afraid of. It was Alice Paton. 

I looked over the Sunday papers, but I 
wasn’t able to get another place. Either I 
couldn’t get away for an interview, or they 
wanted a girl with some stenographic ex- 
perience. It looked as if I was stuck at 
Rosen and Goldstein’s. 

One morning I came in and found a new 
man at the cutting table. He was tall and 
had curly black hair and the nicest smile 
I'd ever seen. He looked at me and 
grinned, 

“Hello, half-pint,” he said. “Don’t tell 
me you run one of these machines!” 

All at once I stopped hating the factory. 
I began to develop a more friendly feeling 
for my fellow employes. Let’s face it. I 
was falling in love. Really in love. 


IS NAME was John Carter, and you 

couldn’t know a nicer guy. Right from 
the start, we were together every moment 
we could be. One evening he stopped by the 
apartment. and Mom asked him to stay 
for supper. It made us feel good to have a 
man around. 

He would call her Mom, and she would 
laugh and look at me with shining eyes. 
“He’s such a nice young man,” she said 
over and over. I knew she thought it would 
be pretty wonderful if I’d found myself a 
guy. 

John must have thought I was kind of 
special, too. “What is it about you that gets 
me, half-pint?” he asked one evening when 
we sat in a booth at a place on Third Ave- 
nue. “Must be because you’re so little, and 
so cute.” He reached over and touched my 


| hair, carefully. and the way he did it made 


my heart thump like a crazy gong. 

We walked all the way to the west side 
that night, although it was cold and the 
At the door John 
put his arms around me very gently and 
kissed my cold face and lips. 

“Wouldn’t it be wonderful if we fell in 
love?” he said. And we laughed like two 
happy kids, for I think we both knew this 
Was the real thing. 
like crazy again. 


snow was coming down. 


My heart was going 
I had a feeling he was 
soon going to ask me to marry him. 

The very next day, as John and I came 
in from lunch. holding hands and laughing 
at some crazy joke, 


called. 


a dee p voic S 
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‘Hello, Alice. I want to talk to you a 
minute.” 

[here stood Mr. Turner, looking even 
bigger and more virile. His eyes were 
burning into my face. 

“Who’s he?” John asked. He looked 
ingry. 

“Mr. Turner.” I said. “I'll be right back, 
John.” And I left him and hurried up to 
my boss. 

‘I’ve got news for you,” he said, and he 
let his arm linger about my waist in an 
intimate little way. while John stood near- 
by and glared at us. “Come up to my 
office when the plant closes and we’ll talk 
about it.” 

Of course, John sulked for the rest of 
the afternoon. So I didn’t tell him until 
ilmost four-thirty I was going upstairs. I 
didn’t really want to go. I wasn’t so in- 
terested in an office job now, but I knew I 
had to go through with it. The minute I 
closed the door and Mr. Turner looked at 
me, I got an uneasy feeling, as if—well, as 
if he thought he had an option on me. His 
eyes went over me and I felt terrible, al- 
as if I were standing there with 
nothing on. Anyway, I couldn’t think 
straight when his black eyes stared into 
mine that way. 

‘What—what did you want to see me 
ibout?” I stammered. 

‘T promised you a job, didn’t I?” he 
iid. “Well, I always keep my promises. 
\s of Monday, you’re a secretary.” 

Vy head was spinning. Something 
warned me to watch what I said. I told 
myself that once I had the job as Mr. 
Rosen’s secretary, and had proved I could 
lo the work, I would avoid Mr. Turner as 

ich as possible. 

‘When is Mr. Rosen’s girl leaving?” I 
isked 

‘You don’t think I’m going to let Sam 
have you, do you?” he said. “Marge is out. 
You'll be my secretary.” 

This I had never expected! “Your secre- 

* T gasped. 

He grinned and came up to me and put 

irms around me and kissed me. I just 
tood there, weak as water, while my head 

and my heart knocked against my 


most 


ibs 
You'll have to do better than that, 
doll!” he 
[ was shaking from my head to my heels 
when I finally got downstairs. What was I 
to do? I couldn’t quit with Mom 
so sick. I couldn’t say I didn’t want the 
job and stay in the factory. The only 
thing I could do was to take the place. 


said. 


cong 


N Y TROUBLE really started when I 
became Stan Turner’s secretary. He’d 
contrive to keep me late after work to finish 
his dictation. Then he’d say we’d stop for 
cocktails later. I was always telling him I 
had to rush right home. 
('m beginning to think your mother is 


neurotic,” he told me once. “Let her do for 
herself once in a while.” 
Well, trying to play it smart. trying not to 


] 
really 


get involved with Stan Turner and at 


65 


the same time keep on the good side of him 
almost made a wreck of me. Mom noticed 
it and worried. John noticed it and asked 
questions. It was John’s questions that 
bothered me most. Here was the nicest guy 
in the world, and he was in love with me, 
and the only thing I wanted now was to be 
his wife. But John didn’t ask me to marry 
him. He had changed. Sometimes he 
sounded bitter. Sometimes he was sar- 
castic. And sometimes he’d be sweet and 
thoughtful, as he’d been before, and I'd 
start hoping again. 

It was about this time that Rosen and 
Goldstein decided to give a big party to 
celebrate their 25th year in the industry. 
John said something about leaving the 
party early and having a couple of hours 
to ourselves. “I’ve been a jealous fool,” 
he said with a tender look in his eyes. “But 
we've wasted enough time.” And for the 
first time in weeks my heart skipped a beat 
and I thought, “He is going to ask me to 
marry him after all!” 

I was very excited the morning of the 
party when I came in. I was dressed in a 
new flowered print and had been to the 
beauty parlor. 

“Not bad!” Mr. Turner said as he looked 
me over. Then he stood very close to me 
and said, “We’ve waited long enough for 
our night, doll. What do you say? Let’s 
make it tonight.” 

I didn’t answer. My hands started shak- 
ing so I couldn’t hold my notebook. That 
meant a showdown. Tonight I couldn’t pre- 
tend that I had to rush home to my sick 
mother. And I didn’t dare tell him I had 
a previous date with a boy in the factory. 
But I had to keep that date with John, 
no matter what Stan Turner said! 

Mr. Turner assumed a proprietary air 
with me that night at the party. I could 
see everybody watching us with knowing 
looks. John was watching us, too. His eyes 
were blazing. Mr. Turner was just drunk 
enough to be nasty, and he was talking 
very loud. 

“The rest of you go on home,” he said 
when the party broke up. “Me and my 
little girl friend have some unfinished 
business.” 

“T thought we had a date.” John snapped 
when Mr. Turner staggered up to get my 
coat. 

“We do!” I whispered. “Oh, John. don’t 
leave me. I’m not going anywhere with 
him.” 

“Did you tell him you have a date with 
me?” he asked. 

“T—I couldn’t,” I stammered. “But I’m 
not going with him.” 

Mr. Turner came back, noisy and af- 
fectionate. “I—TI’m sorry,” I said to him. 
“But I have a date with John. We—we’ve 
had a date for tonight a long time now.” 

“You what?” he shouted. Giving me a 
dirty look he said, “You’ve got a date with 
me, doll, whether you want it or not. And 
you're keeping it. Tonight.” 

“She’s not going anywhere with vou,” 
John said nervously. 


“Who’s stopping her?” Mr. Turner 
shouted. And with that, he swung his fist 
at John’s head. 

Then they were all over the place, sweat- 
ing and swearing and hammering at each 
other. 

“You're fired!” Mr. Turner shouted 
when they were finally pulled apart. 
“Don’t show your face at the plant again 
or Ill call the cops!” 

I grabbed John’s arm. “Let’s get out 
of here!” I said. 

We rushed through a side door, and 
John hailed me to a cab. I didn’t realize 
he was not coming with me until he handed 
me cab fare. 

“You don’t think this is my fault, do 
you?” IT cried. 

“You bet your life I do!” he shouted. 
“I’ve heard how you played up to him. I 
just didn’t want to believe it.” 


O I GOT the job I was after. but I lost 
" the boy I loved. And Mr. Turner made 
life almost unbearable for me. He worked 
me to death, and I could never please 
him, no matter how I tried. And he said 
every nasty, sarcastic thing to me that 
came into his head. 

Sometimes he’d baw] me out in front of 
one of the salesmen. He’d sound like he'd 
grown tired of me after a long love affair. 
I guess that’s what those men thought, too. 
Oh, how I wished I could get away from 
Rosen and Goldstein! Maybe then John 
would come back to me. Gert had told me 
he was working at Claridge Dress House. 
But somehow, with my lack of experience. 
I just couldn’t get another job. 

I don’t know how much more I could 
have taken. But one Friday morning he 
said to me, “There’s a fashion show at the 
Winkler tonight. I’m driving up there and 
I want you to come along. Ill need you 
to take notes.” 

“Tonight?” I exclaimed, wondering how 
I could get out of it. 

“That's right,” he answered. “And don’t 
give me that old line about a sick mother. 
Get a neighbor to stay with her.” 

“But—but I can’t go like this,” I stam- 
mered. The Winkler was a fashionable 
hotel in the Catskills. 

“Go over to Chaneys,” he said, naming 
a dress house. “Tell Bert to let you have 
a couple of dresses. Get something decent 
to wear up there. And pick out an eve- 
ning dress for tonight. One of those strap- 
less numbers.” 

I went over to Chaneys. My face was 
burning, and I couldn’t look at Bert’s 
smirking face, but I picked out the dresses. 
As soon as I got back to the office, Mr. 
Turner had me call and send word to Mom 
that I’d be late getting in. And right after 
that we took off upstate. 

It was a pretty day in early summer, and 
I might have enjoyed it under other cir- 
cumstances. Mr, Turner made good time 
all the way up the westside highway. I 
had never been to the Hotel Winkler be- 
fore. but when we turned off the highway 
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above Tarrytown, I got the feeling some- 
thing was wrong. 

“How far is it to the hotel?” I asked. 

“Why worry?” he asked. “We've got 
time to stop off and see some friends of 
mine.” 

We were driving along a winding coun- 
A sign said Willow Lane. He 


The name 


try road. 
pulled up before a house. 
Walton was on the mailbox. 

“I don’t think there’s anybody home,” I 
said nervously. 

“There is now.” he answered and un- 
locked the door. 

“What are we coming here for?” I asked 
as we went inside. It was a pretty house, 
but I sure couldn’t appreciate it. 

“We're going to have a couple of drinks. 
And a nice long talk. It’s about time you 
decided if you want to keep on being my 
secretary or not.” He went to the bar and 
mixed two drinks. He handed me mine 
and took a sip out of his. Then he stood 
eyeing me for a minute. 

“You'd better get wise to yourself, doll,” 
he said over the top of his glass. “You 
want to be a seamstress all your life?” 

I sat there, nervous and tense, and he 
stood up and said abruptly, “Oh, relax, 
I'm not going to do anything to you—now. 
Drink your drink, I’m going to see if 
there’s any food in this place.” He disap- 
peared in one of the other rooms, and I 
went to the window and looked out on the 
road, There wasn’t a house to be seen, nor 
a sign of human life. I remembered then 
I'd left before my pay envelope came 
around, and I hadn’t a dime in my pocket- 
book. 

When he came back it was obvious that 
he had consumed quite a bit. He grabbed 
me and kissed me so hard he bruised my 
lips. But he also took my breath away, and 
I think he knew it. 

“T’ve waited a long time, baby,” he said 
in a husky voice. 

“We'll be late to the floor show!” I ex- 
claimed shrilly. 

“So we'll miss it,” he said. “I’ve had it, 
even if I never see another floor show. Let’s 
just have a nice, quiet evening all to our- 
selves.” He started to the door. “You mix 
another round of drinks,” he said. His eyes 
went to the glass I hadn’t touched. “Better 
get in a more sociable mood. too.” he 
added. “Put on that evening dress. I might 
as well get something out of it.” 

He went out. I searched my pocketbook, 
hoping to find some change, but there was 
nothing. I thought of going through his 
clothes, helping myself to money enough 
to get back to the city, but I knew he would 
probably have me arrested for that. I 
paced the floor, wondering what to do. If 
only there was someone I could call! I 
thought of the police—but that could be 
very embarrassing. If only John and I 
hadn’t had a fuss. Finally I put my pride 
behind me. and put through a call to John 
at Claridge Dress House. 

I told him where I was. I begged him to 
set off and come after me. He didn’t say 
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a word for a minute, and I realized it 
sounded pretty dumb. 

“Why should I stick my neck out for 
you?” he finally said. “You shouldn’t have 
gone up there with him in the first place.” 

“T know that, John,” I answered. “But 
I’ve got myself in the most awful mess. 
Please, please come for me,” I begged and 
[ was really crying. “We’re at the Walton 
house on Willow Lane. Somebody will tell 
ou how to get here.” 

He didn’t say a word for a minute, and 
| was scared he had hung up. But then he 
said, “You find a room with a lock on the 
door and stay in it until I get there. I’m 

my way.” 

| found an upstairs bedroom with a key 

: the lock and I did just as John told me. 
In a little while I heard Mr. Turner. call- 

x» me. Then he started slamming doors 

id swearing. 

You open this door or Ill kick it 
down!” he ordered me when he came up- 
tairs. He did kick at it a few times, but I 
lon’t think he really wanted to damage his 
friend’s house. 

[ just cowered behind the door and 
didn’t even answer. 

It got dark. I didn’t dare turn on the 
lights. Mr. Turner came back to the door 
a number of times. Each time his voice 
sounded a little thicker. “Aren’t you 
hungry, Alice?” he’d say. “Come on down- 
fixed a snack.” Or, “Talk 
Alice. I'm your friend. You my 


t 


i1rs. I’ve 


fo me, 


friend?” After that he didn’t come back. 

It must have been about ten when a car 
pulled up before the house. I unlocked the 
door and ran downstairs. John was in the 
living room. Mr. Turner had passed out on 
the sofa. Two empty bottles were on the 
floor. 

“You all right, half-pint?” John asked 
me as I ran to him and threw myself into 
his arms. “If he hurt you, I'll kill him!” 
And then he let his arms drop to his sides 
and looked embarrassed. I guess he’d just 
remembered we'd fallen out about Stan 
Turner. 

I didn’t let him get by with it. I threw 
my arms about him again, and I started 
kissing him. laughing and crying at the 
same time. 

“Oh, John, you do believe me!” I ex- 
claimed. “You know that talk isn’t so! You 
do love me, don’t you John?” 

“I guess you know the answer to all 
that,” he said. “If I didn’t love you, I 
wouldn’t be here. And if there was any 
truth in the talk, you wouldn’t be scared 
to be here alone with him. But honestly, 
half-pint, you do the dumbest things. I 
don’t know what I’m going to do with you.” 

“We'll talk about that on our way home,” 
I answered. 

We went out and left Mr. Turner asleep 
on the sofa. I didn’t have a job, but I had 
John again. As we paused for one long 
kiss before we got into the car, I knew that 
John was all that really mattered. 


THE END 





I Wanted Love Too Much 


(Continued from Page 21) 


Everybody knew he was retarded mentally. 

But by the time I was seventeen I had 
learned how to control my eating and my 
figure had slimmed down. And because I 
didn’t have dates and took lots of jobs 
baby-sitting, I was able to buy some fairly 
lecent clothes. 

It was then that Howie Drake came into 
my life. I'd seen and heard about him at 
school. He was considered very wild and 
there was some talk that he was part of a 
gang. I didn’t know about that. I only 
knew that Howie was tall and very hand- 
some and that he made a play for me. 

lt happened one day after school. I'd 
been up at the drug store on the corner 

» buy some bobby pins and cold cream 
ind when I left, Howie Drake followed me 
sut. He had close-cut black hair and black 
yes. He wore a black jacket and tight- 
fitting blue jeans. As I walked home I 
pretended not to notice him following me. 

“Say,” he said finally, as he came up 
ilongside of me. “You’re kind of a cute 
chick. Where you been all my life?” 

| knew it was wrong to allow a boy to 
pick me up, even if I did want to get to 
know him. So I just quickened my steps. 
Then he grabbed hold of my arm. He had 
a cute, crinkly smile that was hard to 


resist. 


“My, but you’re uppity,” he said. “I 
won't. bite.” 

“Please leave me alone,” I said. It hurt 
to say that, because I was flattered—and I 
didn’t really want him to leave me alone. 

“All right. Suit yourself,” he said and 
walked away. 

I thought that was the end of it. But it 
wasn’t. It was just the beginning. The 
next day at school he kept showing up in 
the hallway between classes. He smiled 
and said, “Hi there, bright eyes.” And he 
offered to carry my books to the next class. 
I had to smile. He was so friendly and he 
made one smart crack after another. Final- 
ly he asked me for a date on Friday night 
to go to a show with him. 

When I told Mom that I had a date she 
got nearly as excited as I was. “Why, that’s 
wonderful, Doreen,” she said. “I just knew 
you'd find a nice boy sooner or later.” 

As we did the dinner dishes, Mom asked 
me questions about Howie Drake. Did he 
come from a nice family? Did he have a 
good reputation at school? Things like 
thet... 

I lied. I told Mom that Howie was one 
of the nicest boys in the whole school. But 
it wasn’t really a lie, I told myself, be- 
cause to me he was. 

Mom dressed up kind of special to meet 
Howie. She wanted him to know that I 


came from a respectable family. I could 
see the disappointment in her face when 
he finally showed up, nearly an hour late. 
He was wearing his usual printed sports 
shirt, open at the collar, and his usual 
tight-fitting jeans. 

“How-de-do, Mrs. Brown,” he said breez- 
ily. Then to me, “Well, let’s get on our 
horses, bright eyes.” Not so much as a 
word of apology for being so late. 

Mom nodded and smiled as I walked 
out and climbed into Howie’s convertible, 
but I could tell as I looked at her standing 
in the doorway that her smile was thin and 
forced. 

The evening was harmless enough. We 
went to the Empire. 

All through the show he kept his arm 
loosely around my shoulder, making smart 
cracks, one after another, out loud. I was 
a little embarrassed the way everybody 
kept glaring at him, but I was happy too 
to be out with an attractive boy. 

Mom was waiting up when I got home. 
“Hi, Mom,” I said airily. 

She smiled sadly. “Doreen,” she said 
quietly, “Howie Drake isn’t good enough 
for you. I don’t want you to go out with 
him again.” 

“But why. Mom? He’s the only decent 
date I’ve ever had and now you don’t want 
me to go with him.” My words spilled out 
in a frantic rush. How could I make Mom 
believe he hadn’t done anything. 

“He’s trash, Doreen,” she said firmly. 
“It would be much better not to go out at 
all than to go with Howie Drake.” 

That was too much. How could she tell 
me what kind of a boy Howie was? She 
didn’t even know him. “I refuse to listen 
to you,” I said, stamping angrily off to my 
room. 

The next day at school, Howie asked me 
for another date, and I accepted. I knew 
Mom wouldn’t let me go, so I lied to her. 
I told her I was going to a movie with 
Caroline Haney, and I met Howie on the 
corner. 

And that night things were different. 
Howie said he wanted us to be by ourselves 
and he took me to a little night club just 
across the county line where they served 
liquor to minors. 

Howie ordered drinks for both of us. 

“Drink it, Doreen. It'll make you feel 
good,” he said as he saw me toying with 
my drink, taking little tiny sips. And so, 
just to please him, I did. And then he 
ordered another one for us, and I drank 
that. I began to feel giddy and kind of 
silly, and I know I was leaning up against 
Howie. He asked me to dance. He held 
me up tight against him and I felt myself 
going limp in his arms as the slow, sensu- 
ous music gave rhythm to our motion 
around the dance floor. Howie had sev- 
eral more drinks but didn’t order any more 
for me. “I don’t want you to pass out on 
me,” he explained. 

As we left the club, Howie put his arm 
around my waist. He whispered in my ear, 
“Let’s go to the lake, Doreen.” 
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It was getting awiully late, and I knew 
Mom would be wondering why I hadn’t 
got home from the show with Caroline. 
But I felt so happy and contented, and 
Howie’s arm around my waist made me 
feel so warm and secure it broke any re- 
solve I might have had not to go. 

“All right.” I heard my voice saying, 
“but just for a little while.” 

“Sure. Doreen. Sure... I just want to 
be alone with you a little while.” he said 
huskily. “I like you so much.” 

And there it happened, that terrible 
night I'll never forget ... 

I lay on my bed sobbing with shame and 
fear as I thought about it. What had I 
done? And how could anyone be as heart- 
less and cruel as Howie Drake? 

I woke up the next morning with a split- 
ting headache and a fever, and Mom made 
me stay in bed. She said nothing about 
what had happened to me the night before. 
but I could tell by the way she bustled 
about that she was worried. When I got 
worse, she called Dr. Madden, and he came 
and took my temperature and poked my 
chest. “Nothing serious.” I heard him tell 
Mom in the hallway. “Possibly a touch of 
flu.” If he had only known how serious 
itwas... 

It was around the middle of that next 
month.that I knew I was pregnant. As the 
terrible realization took hold, I began to 
get frightened. Who could I turn to? Not 
Howie Drake! And certainly not Mom. 
It would have killed her. As the days flew 
by. I knew I had to do something very 
soon. But what? At night, as I tossed and 


iad 


turned, I cried with desperation. There 
was only one thing I could do. I must 


leave, go somewhere else and have my 
baby. 

Fortunately, I had saved a little money 
from my baby sitting, enough to buy bus 
fare to Chicago and pay for a cheap hotel 
room for a week or so. I was entering my 
third month when I finally decided I had to 
leave. School was out for the term. It was 
a cool day and Mom had gone to work. 
I rummaged about in Mom’s closet and 
found an old battered suitcase, which I 
packed with the few things I thought I’d 
need. Then I sat down and wrote a note 
to Mom, which I left on the kitchen table. 
Writing that note was the hardest thing I’d 





ever had to do. Poor, sweet Mom... I 
blinked back my tears and _ scribbled, 
Dearest Mom: I’m going away. It’s not 
that I don’t love you. I do—more than 
anyone else in the whole world, and I hate 
to leave, but I think it’s best for both of us. 
Don’t worry about me. I'll be okay and 
someday you'll hear from me. Doreen. 
Then I picked up my bag and slowly 
losed the door behind me. I walked to 
the bus depot and bought a ticket to Chi- 
cago. As the bus pulled out of Midvale, 
I was still quietly crying. 






By that afternoon, when I alighted from 
the bus in the big busy terminal, I was in 
kind of a daze. Everyone seemed to be 
hurrying and scurrying about so fast. I 







walked out onto the sidewalk, and people 
looked at me with that cold, impersonal 
look that people seem to have in a big city. 

I wandered about for a while and then 
I saw a five and ten cent store. I’d noticed 
by the way people stared at me that maybe 
they guessed I was pregnant. So I went 
to the ring counter and bought a cheap, 
imitation wedding ring. 

Late that afternoon I rented a room in a 
little hotel under the name of Mrs. Doreen 
Brown. If anyone was suspicious, I’d say 
my husband was in the army overseas. But 
the hotel clerk. a nice young man with soft 
brown eyes and brown. curly hair, didn’t 
ask me any questions at all. 

Once in my room I turned back the cov- 
ers and crawled into bed, exhausted. My 
body ached. I thought about my mother. 
Right about now she’d be finding my note 
on the kitchen table. I could see her face 
before me—the tears in her eyes, the tired 
hunch in her shoulders. Sometime later I 
fell into a wretched sleep filled with night- 
mares. Twice I woke up, my whole body 
damp with perspiration. 

The next morning I up 
dressed, went downstairs and bought a 
paper. Then I had coffee and juice and 
toast in the little coffee shop next door to 
the hotel. I looked over the want-ad sec- 
tion and found three places listed wanting 
girls with no experience. The first two 
places were impossible. They had long 
application blanks with names for refer- 
ences and former jobs, and I left both 
without even filling them out. But the third 
place I visited was a little dry goods store 
on a side street. I walked up to the door, 
and, as I opened it. a little bell tinkled 
and an elderly man stepped forward. 


got early, 


“Yes, may I help you?” 

“T saw your ad,” I explained. 

His kindly eyes took in my appearance 
in a glance. noting my wedding ring. 
“Married. huh?” he asked. 

“Yes.” I said. “My husband’s overseas 
in the army.” 

He looked at me speculatively. 
aren’t pregnant. are you?” 

“Oh. no.” I lied. 

“Well. it wouldn’t matter if you were. 
There’s nothing hard about this job.” I 
looked about me at the bolts of material 
on shelves. I liked the cool dry smell of 
the place. It made me feel secure. Then I 
looked at the old man who was looking at 
me and smiling pleasantly. I wished I 
hadn’t lied. but it was too late now. 

“Madge.” he called. “Come here. I want 
you to meet—” he turned to me. “What 
did you say your name was?” 

“Doreen.” I said. “Doreen Brown.” 

“Well. I’m mighty pleased to meet you,” 
she said. “I’m Mrs. Benjamin and this is 
my husband. Benjy.” She smiled warmly. 
“T suppose you came about the job?” 

“That’s right,” I said. 

“Well, Doreen, I hope you'll like work- 
ing with us. It’s not much of a job—just 
filling in for Benjy and me. We’re getting 
kind of old, and it'll be nice to have a 


“You 
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young and pretty face around here, won’t 
it, Benjy?” She nudged her husband in 
the ribs and laughed. Then she noticed 
the ring on my finger. “My stars, child, 
are you married?” 

“Yes,” I said and told my little lie all 
over again. I hadn’t felt well all morning. 
[he long application blanks in the other 
places must have upset me. I felt a touch 
»f nausea. 

[he room began to spin. I clutched 
feebly at the counter in front of me and 
collapsed to the floor. The next thing I 
knew I was lying on a couch in the back 
f the Benjamins’ store. Mrs. Benjamin 
was slapping my face gently and Mr. Ben- 
jamin was running about, clucking sym- 
pathetically. 

“My stars, child.” Mrs. Benjamin said, 
you gave us quite a fright. Are you all 
ight now A 

[ still felt dizzy and my head ached vio- 
lently. “Yes.” I said, struggling to get on 
my teet. 

‘Sit back and rest a while, child,” she 
said. “I'll fix you a cup of tea.” She 
pushed me back gently and I lay there 
vratefully. After awhile I felt better and 
zot to my feet and thanked them both. I 
issumed, of course, that after my perform- 
ince, they wouldn’t want to hire me. But 
just as I reached the front door, Mrs. 
Benjamin said. “Well, then, child. we'll see 

you tomorrow about nine.” 

[ liked working for the Benjamins. They 
vere kind and considerate people. 

From them I learned something more 
han just how to handle dry goods. I 
learned how wonderful a marriage can be. 
Certainly they argued and disagreed some- 
imes, but basically, they were very kind 
» each other. and their love went very 
1eep. 

But away from the Benjamins I was a 
ired and lonely girl. There was only one 
bright spot. That was Brad Ashton, the 
hotel clerk who had been at the desk the 
lay I'd first arrived at the hotel. Brad 
wasn’t a forward boy. He was quiet and 
etiring and kind of bashful. It turned out 
hat he was working at the hotel only part 
ime—afternoons and evenings. In the 
iornings he went to college. 

[ remember so well the day I first got 
icquainted with Brad. One day I acci- 
lentally locked myself outside my room, 
eaving the key inside. I went down to 
the desk and Brad was on duty. “I’m 
[ explained. “but I’m afraid I’ve 
locked myself out of my room.” 

He laughed. “Okay. Mrs. Brown. I won- 


sorry 


dered when this was going to happen. All 


)ur permanent guests do it sooner or later. 
’m surprised you held out so long.” 

I’m sorry.” I said again. 

It’s a pleasure to be of service,” he said, 
setting down the book he’d been studying. 
He picked up a key from the desk and ac- 
ompanied me up the elevator to my room 
ind unlocked the door. 

Thank you,” I said. “Mr.—” 

Just call me Brad.” he said. 
\shton.” 


“Brad 


) 


“You can call me Doreen,” I said shyly. 

There was something about Brad I in- 
stinctively liked. He was warm and 
friendly, yet he wasn’t—well, aggressive. 
He paused there at the door looking at me 
for just a minute. It was as if he wanted 
to say something and yet didn’t know how 
to say it. Finally, it came out. “You know, 
Mrs.— I mean, Doreen. I’ve been worried 
about you. You seem so alone and so— 
well, kind of sad. I mean, is there any- 
thing I can do?” He hesitated. “It isn’t 
any of my business, but . 

I was immediately on my guard. “No, 
thank you,” I said stiffly. And I closed the 
door. That was hard to do. He was sweet, 
and he meant well. But how could I get 
Brad Ashton mixed up with me? I dropped 
down on my bed, buried my head in the 
pillow, and sobbed with desperation and 
despair—and, maybe, a little fear. 

Try as I might, though, I couldn’t stay 
away from Brad. Outside of the Ben- 
jamins, he was the only friend I had in the 
whole world. I needed so badly to have 
someone to talk to and there he was every 
night right behind the desk, warm and 
smiling. I took to sitting in the lobby in 
the long evenings and talking to Brad when 
he wasn’t busy. Brad was fun to talk to. 
He knew so much about so many things. 
But there was something else. I didn’t real- 
ize it at first. Gradually, little by little, so 
cleverly I hadn’t sensed it, he was draw- 
ing out things about me. 

Where was my husband stationed? 

“Overseas,” I said. 

Yes, but where? 

[ wasn’t sure. 

What Division of the Army was he in? 

“IT don’t know. I can’t remember.” 

Where had I lived before I came to 
town? 

“Oh, east of here.” 

Of course he didn’t quiz me like that. 
These questions came over a period of 
weeks of conversation. but | knew I was 
giving myself away. There was a flicker 
in Brad’s soft brown eyes at some of my 
stupid answers. But how could I tell him 
the truth? How could I reveal my shame? 


\ Y FALLING in love with Brad wasn’t 
anything sudden. It was a slow, 
deepening interest that gradually flowered 
into something more than just respect or 
admiration. What a boy he was! Kind. 
gentle, thoughtful. But ambitious and in- 
dustrious too. And I sensed that he cared 
for me too. He was always calling me up 
on the switchboard and inviting me to 
come down to the coffee shop. Still he 
never said he cared. He wasn’t the kind 
of boy who would take advantage of a 
woman whose husband was away. 

One night I came home from work and 
slumped down in a chair in the small 
lobby. It had been rainy and cold and 
dreary all day, and I felt just like the 
weather, droopy and messy. Brad was sit- 
ting behind the desk smiling at me. 

“Hi, Doreen,” he said. 

“Hello. Brad.” I replied. 


He fumbled for a minute, stuck for 
words again to express himself, and then 
said, “Doreen, I don’t want you to take this 
wrong, but I was wondering if by any 
chance you might like to go with me to 
the musical down at the Strand.” He held 
up two tickets, fanned between his fingers. 

I knew I shouldn’t go. It wasn’t fair to 
Brad to lead him on like this. But in spite 
of my misgivings, I heard myself saying, 
“Why, Brad, that would be just won- 
derful.” 

We left to go to the theater at a quarter 
to eight. It was just a short walk from the 
hotel. The rain had stopped and the 
streets were shiny and glistening with the 
lights of the cars and buildings. 

“Um, doesn’t it smell nice and crisp out,” 
Brad said as he gently placed his hand un- 
der my elbow to help me up a curb. 

[ looked over at him and smiled. I 
wanted to cry. How wonderful it would 
be to be married to a clean fine boy like 
Brad Ashton. Some girl was going to be 
mighty lucky some day, I thought sadly. 
Because I knew in my heart it would never 
be me. 

But all through the show I kept stealing 
glances at Brad. I felt so comfortable and 
so protected with him. He sat quietly, ap- 
parently unaware of my thoughts as the 
show unfolded before us. I couldn’t help 
but compare his quiet, engrossed attention 
with the smart-aleck performance Howie 
Drake had put on for my benefit. 

After the show was over, Brad took me 
next door for a soda, and then we began 
slowly walking back toward the hotel. 

“Doreen,” he said, after we’d walked a 
little further, “you’ve got me stumped. I 
can’t figure you out.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, suddenly 
scared. 

“Tt doesn’t add up. You say you have a 
husband in Europe and yet you never re- 
ceive a letter. You claim you have folks a 
few miles away and yet you never see them. 
You work in a job and—pardon me for 
saying this—you obviously are pregnant, 
and probably should be taking it easy.” 

I burst into tears. “You just mind your 
own business,” I cried. 

“Look, Doreen,” he said calmly, “I’m 
your friend. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do 
for you if I could. Why don’t you level 
with me as I have with you?” 

“Shut up,” I blurted out. 

Brad shrugged his shoulders. “I only 
wanted to help.” 

We walked the rest of the way in silence. 
In the lobby I broke away from him and 
ran crying up the stairs to my room. I 
cried myself to sleep. 


HE NEXT DAY I made up my mind to 
move from the hotel. I never wanted to 
see Brad Ashton again. But things didn’t 
work out quite that way. When I went to 
work I immediately sensed that something 
was wrong. Mrs. Benjamin kept puttering 
around nervously, and Mr. Benjamin was 
overly solicitous. Then it happened. 
“Doreen.” Mrs. Benjamin said, “I want 
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to speak with you for a minute. Will you 
come back here, please?” She pulled me 
into the little back room of the store and 
closed the door behind her. “Sit down.” 
She pointed to the couch. 

“Doreen,” she said determinedly, 
“there’s something we need to straighten 
out.” 

“Yes?” My voice came out thin and 
unnatural. I knew what was coming. 

“You lied to us, Doreen. You said you 
weren’t pregnant, but I know you are.” 

I tried to protest, but she laughed and 
wagged a stubby finger at my swollen 
stomach. “My stars, child. Why, it’s as 
plain as the nose on your face.” 

“But I—” 

She wouldn’t let me finish. “Why did 
you lie to us, Doreen? Didn’t you think 
we cared?” 

“T needed a job,” I said, tears stream- 
ing down my face. “I thought you wouldn’t 
hire me.” 

“Good heavens, child. I knew the first 
time I saw you. There’s a look any woman 
gets in her face when she’s pregnant. Hav- 
ing a child is a wonderful thing—a creative 
thing—the most important thing any wom- 
an does in her whole life. My stars, child. 
It should show in her face, shouldn’t it?” 

I began to cry, but she pressed on. “Are 
you sure ~— wasn’t another reason you 
didn’t tell us?” she asked slowly. 

“No, no,” I cried. 

“That wedding ring you’re wearing. It’s 
a cheap imitation of the real thing. Now 
tell me the truth. No more lies. You 
bought it yourself. didn’t you?” 

I broke down completely then. She’d 
been so good to me it was wrong to hide 
the truth. I sobbed out the whole bitter 
story to Mrs. Benjamin. She listened quiet- 
ly and when I’d finished she rose and 
patted me on the shoulder and stroked my 
tear-stained face. 

“There, there, child. We understand. 
Benjy and I understand. We grew up in 
the tenements. We know these things can 
happen. If anything, the boy is much more 
to blame than you.” 

“But what can I do?” I sobbed. 


“Benjy and I have already talked this 
over,” she said. “We've already done some 
phoning and we’ve found a place for un- 


wed mothers that will take you.” 

I threw my arms around her and buried 
my face on her motherly bosom. “Oh, 
thank you. Thank you.” 

“How would you like to check in to- 
day?” she asked. “They'll take you after 
you're six months along and you must be 
pretty close to that. A few days one way or 
the other won’t matter.’ 


I began to feel a little better then. Mrs. 
Benjamin made me a cup of tea and in- 
sisted that I lie down and relax. Later Mr. 
Benjamin took me in his old sedan to the 
Home. It was clear across the city—a for- 
bidding-looking three story building of 
brown and gray. 


“Remember.” Mr. Benjamin said. as he 
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opened the door for me, “we'll work out 
something for you when you get out. We 
feel for you like we would for our own 
daughter, bless your heart.” 

It was a different world I entered then— 
1 world full of girls like myself. First a 
lady with a pleasant manner took me into 
i littlhe room and began to ask me ques- 
tions. As I answered, she typed them up on 
in old typewriter. 

Then she took me upstairs to a room 
full of girls and showed me my cot. 

[ looked around me. Some of the girls 
were young and pretty. Some of the others 
looked quite hard. All of them were ob- 
viously in advanced stages of pregnancy. 
Vost of them were friendly. 

Sometime later my old suitcase and my 
other clothes arrived. Apparently Mr. Ben- 
amin had checked me out of the hotel 
ind paid my final bill. I wondered vague- 
ly what he’d said to Brad and what Brad 
had said to him. 

Che next morning I found out about the 
work. I was assigned.to kitchen duty and 
they worked me very hard. 

Some of the girls, I learned, sneaked out 
on the balcony at night and smoked and 
did other things. I was so grateful for be- 
ing looked after that I observed the rules, 
and the women in charge responded by 
treating me kind of as a pet. 

One morning I felt sharp pains coming 
it about five minute intervals. It was a 
different pain than I’d ever felt before. I 
called to the matron on duty, and she 
called a doctor who checked me. In a few 
minutes I was trundled into an ambulance 
and taken to the hospital. 

[ don’t remember much more about that 
day. As soon as I arrived in maternity I 
was given several pills and an injection of 
some sort. When I regained full con- 
sciousness I was lying in a room in the 
hospital, and a nurse in a white uniform 
was coming in with my baby. 

“He’s a cutie,” the nurse said, smiling 
as she placed the precious little bundle in 
my arms. I rubbed my cheek against the 
tiny head with its shroud of soft baby hair, 
and I looked at the fragile, wrinkled lit- 


tle hands that grasped my finger. Then I * 


felt the gentle warmth of his body against 
my breast. “My baby,” I murmured. “My 
lovely little baby.” 

Later, after the nurse had taken the 
baby back to the nursery, a woman in a 
severely tailored suit came into my room 
ind sat down. She carried a briefcase. 

“Miss Brown?” she asked coldly. 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Miss Harkness from Children’s Adop- 
tion Center. Do you wish to have your son 
idopted or do you intend to keep him?” 

“No,” I screamed. “He’s mine. I’m not 
giving him up.” 

“Have you thought of what’s best for 
him?” she asked tartly. 

“He’s mine,” I cried. “I’m his mother.” 

“Could the father support him?” 

‘No,” I shouted, “and I never want to 
see the father again as long as I live.” 
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“The main purpose of my visit is to tell 
you that you won’t be able to see your baby 
anymore until you are out of the hospital. 
Then you'll be able to visit him twice a 
week at the Center.” 

“You mean I won’t get to see my baby 
every day?” I was horrified. 

“That’s right,” she said. “If there’s any 
chance for adoption, we don’t like to have 
the mothers get too attached.” 

“There is no chance,” I yelled after her. 
“He’s all I have.” 

I lost all sense of reason then. I screamed 
and cried and pounded my fists on the pil- 
low until a nurse came in with a sedative. 


HE NEXT FEW days at the hospital 

were sheer agony. I had to have sev- 
eral transfusions and they kept me on 
sedatives. Finally, after three weeks, I 
was well enough to leave, but I was sent 
back to the Home for further recuperation. 

By the fifth week I was pronounced well 
enough to be discharged from the Home. 
I packed my old suitcase, said goodby to 
the other girls, thanked the matron for her 
kindness, and then opened the door and 
walked out into the world of Brad and 
Mom and the Benjamins and yes, even 
Howie Drake. 

At the corner, I took the bus to the 
Children’s Adoption Center, and they let 
me look at my son through a glass win- 
dow. He’d grown already. His dark little 
eyes were bright and alert. I left finally. 
I couldn’t bear to look at him any more 
without cuddling his soft little body in my 
arms, 

And suddenly, just like that, I knew 
what I had to do. How in the world 
had I thought I could keep him in a hotel 
room? Who would take care of him? 
What chance would he have? I had to give 
him a chance to have a real home, real 
parents. Because I loved him so much I 
had to give him up. 

I found a phone booth and looked up the 
number of the Adoption Center. Then I 
called. I tried to remain calm and polite, 
even while my heart was breaking, but 
when I heard the crisp, business-like voice 
of Miss Harkness, my heart sank. 

“Have you decided to let us put the child 
up for adoption?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I whispered, “I want you to find 
him a good home.” 

“Good,” she said. “You can come in any 
time to sign the papers. We'll have them 
all drawn up.” 

Then I went down to the Benjamin’s. I 
felt empty and grieving. But I felt cleaned 
somehow too. I would do something good 
for somebody else, even though it would 
hurt me horribly . . . And gradually I 
began to see why I’d done so many things 
wrong, why I’d made such a mess of my 
life. I'd always grabbed what I wanted— 
never thinking of how I was hurting any- 
one else. I’d lied to the Benjamins, think- 
ing only of myself. And Brad too! He’d 
asked me to “level” with him, as he had 


with me. But I’d thought only of my owy 
self-interest and pride—and Id lied to him, 
I was even going to cheat my child of a de 
cent home—because I wanted him. I was 
ashamed as I’d never been ashamed before. 

As I walked into the store, Mrs. Ben. 
jamin was so excited at seeing me she 
knocked a bolt of silk off the counter. 

Trying not to cry, I told her what I had 
decided. And I told her what I’d learned 
about myself. 

She listened quietly. Then she said. “Yoy 
listen here, young lady. You have been 
mixed-up and maybe done some thing 
wrong, but you’re on the right track noy, 
And you’re going to keep that baby righ 
here in the store. We can fix up a crib in 
back and in the evenings you can come 
home with us. We'll enjoy having a cov. 
ple of youngsters around for a change.” 
She smiled slyly. “Maybe he won’t have 
a father right away, but he'll have every. 
thing else—we’ll see to that.” 

“But I’ve already promised to sign the 
papers,” I cried. 

“Now don’t you worry about that, child” 
she said. Then she turned around. 

“Benjy, I want you to take Doreen here 
back to that silly adoption center and ge” 
her child.” 

“Yes, dear.” Mr. Benjamin was always 
agreeable when his wife was aroused. He 
led me out to the car, and together we 
drove to the Center. When Miss Harknes 
saw me, she made quite a fuss. 

“We came to get the baby.” I explained. 
“T’m going to keep him after all.” 

“Why. you can’t do that. We've got the 
release all drawn up.” 

Mr. Benjamin looked at Miss Harknes 
with sharp disapproval. “Have you ever 
had a child?” he demanded. 

“Of course not,” she snapped. 

He went on, “Then it’s clear as a pane 
of glass you’re in the wrong business. You 
can’t have any idea what torment this 
whole experience has been for this dear lit 
tle girl. Now kindly get the baby.” 

Miss Harkness was flustered. She tried 
to object, but Mr. Benjamin was firm, and 
finally she disappeared into the nursery 
and returned with my _ beautiful son 

I'll never forget that wonderful mo 
ment. the feeling of my child in my arm 
once more. And for keeps! I hugged him 
to me hungrily. 

I’m working at the store now and, with 
Mrs. Benjamin’s good advice, I’ve written 
Mom a letter. She’s answered, and, while 
she hasn’t quite forgiven me, I think she! 
beginning to understand. 

Brad knows the whole story. Hed 
wormed it out of Mr. Benjamin before be 
ever allowed him to check me out of the * 
hotel. He’s been to see me twice, and he’ 
so cute and gentle with the baby. I knov 
Brad is disappointed in me, the way 
lied, even when he offered help and frient 
ship. He has the right to be. But now I'm 
trying to earn his love and respect. I'n 
learning to consider others before mysel, 
and it’s surprising how much happier | am. 

—THE END 
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OUTFIT, containing scores of 
fine quality fabrics, sensational 
values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, and sport coats. 
Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow-workers. Every 
man prefers better-fitting, better-looking made-to-measure 
clothes, and when you show the many beautiful, high quality 
fabrics—mention the low prices for made-to-measure fit and 
style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take or- 
ders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in advance 
on every order, and build up a fine permanent income for 
yourself in spare time or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 
any experience to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 
plained for you to cash in on this wonderful opportunity. 
Just mail this coupon now for big, valuable outfit filled with 
fine fabrics and everything else you need to start, including 
plans to get your own suit without 1¢ cost. You'll say this is 
the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
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ct, YOUR OWN SUITS 
oo ugh, WITHOUT Te COST! 


\ Our plan makes it easy 
for you to get your own 
personal suits, topcoats 
yy and overcoats without pay 

ing le—in addition to your big 
cash earnings. Think of it! Not only 


the coupon below TODAY! 


STONE-FIELD CORP. 
532 S. Throop St., Dept. 1.964, Chicago 7, Ili. 
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STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. T-964 

532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 

Dear Sir: I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO 








do we start you on the road to making 

big money but we also make it easy for 

you to get your own clothes without paying one 

penny. No wonder thousands of men write enthusiastic 


letters of thanks. 

JUST MAIL COUPON You don't invest a pen 
ny of your money now 

or any time. You don't pay money for samples, for 

outfits, or for your own suit under our remarkable 

plan. So do as other men have done—mail the coupon 

now. Don't send a penny. Just send us the coupon. 








WEAR AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush De- 
tails, Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with actual 
fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 


a 
City State UJ 
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